THE  INNIS  HERALD 


The  Innii  Hermld  ii  pahluhcd  (roughly)  monihiy  by  Ihe  Innil  College  Sludcnl 
Socieiy  and  ii  printed  by  Wellcr  Publiihing  Compuiy  Lid,  TTic  opinion* 
cxprcited  herein  irc  utiibuuble  only  to  their  luthon.  Lett£n  to  the  editor  should 
be  tddreiicd  to  The  Editor.  Innii  College,2  Suiicx  Ave..  Toronto.  Ont..  MSS 

US. 


"The  power  of  the  oral  tradition  was  reflected  In 
political  as  in  artistic  developments.  The  city-state  and 
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Constipation  Relieved 


It  all  seems  a  bit  unreal.  An  actual  Herald  in  the  stands  again 
after  so  many  months  of  interminable  delays.  It's  like  Ihe 
improbable  ending  of  an  absurd,  muddled  dream  -  although  the 
worthiness  ol  this  issue  of  lining  anyone's  birdcage  is  a  little 
doubtful.  Nonetheless,  here  it  is,  eons  late,  well  into  second  term. 
So.  on  with  the  penitence: 

To  the  students  of  Innis  a  thousand  pardons  for  the  lengthy 
absence  of  this  medium  of  speech  for  the  college.  Hopefully  our 
return  from  seclusion  will  encourage  you  to  exercise  a  recovered 
faculty  of  expression.  Be  an  opportunist:  contribute  anything; 
make  suggestions;  join  Ihe  staff  -  before  it's  too  late  again...  No, 
really,  we're  okay  now.  (Honest...) 

To  long  lost  fans  (out  there  somewhere),  come  back  to  the 
familiar  pages  of  the  old  country,  to  the  sounds  and  sights  of  that 
hospitable  mix  of  perpetual  wNning  and  nice  layout.  To  Ihe  ICSS, 
extra  large  thanks  for  the  patience  and  tolerance  for  our  (my) 
extended  spell  of  unfinishability.  Apologies  for  any  frustrations  and 
abuses  sent  that  way. 

Finally,  to  Phil  Howard  and  Scott  Stanich,  whose  submissions 
were  excluded  for  outdatedness,  and  to  John  Anderson,  who  got 
tired  of  waiting  and  with  some  friends  took  matters  into  his  own 
hands  (le.  The  Lone  Awigo),  a  fistful  olsorry's.  We  promise  to  be 
better  this  year,  so  give  us  one  more  try:  you'll  like  it  -  really. 


And  now  for  some  belated  resolutions  and  a  few  requests, 

The  resolutions  first: 

punctuality  (!?!) 
bigger  staff 
college  news  section 
urban  studies  section 
environment  section 
Harold  Innis  Issue  (maybe,  hopefully) 

I  will  keep  my  requests  simple: 
submissions 
artistic  submissions 
faculty  submissions 
news  submissions 
urban  studies  submissions 
environment  submissions 
submissive  submissions 
unsubmissible  submissions 
etc. 


Happy  New  Year,  and  eat  lots  of  fibre. 
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Letters 


The  Innis  Herald  htt  tn  open  letters 
policy:  Leuen  ntuil  be  ligned  and  musl  be 
free  of  luUi,  ncitt,  agist,  homophobic  or 
just  plain  dumb  conlcni.  Opinions 
expressed  in  letters,  like  all  submissions 
are  atiiibuublc  only  to  their  authors;  no 
Labili[y  Is  attached  to  the  Innis  Herald,  the 
Innis  College  Student  Society  or  to  the 
publisher.  In  fact,  the  opinions  expressed  in 
this  newspaper  are  attributable  to 
■b  solu  lely^  p  obody . 


■  I 

To  the  editors: 


Innis  Herald...  Harold  Innis... 
I  GET  IT  HA  HA. 


-A,thi;4.y?ar  studant  who  FINALLY  CLUED  IN. 


Dearest  Leonard 

A  perfect  night  -  slept  from  1 1.30  to  7.30  without  waking. 
Very  fine  morning  -  good  breakfast,  no  headache  -  am  just  going  to 
begin  writing. 

Love  from  all  animals.  Could  you  possibly  get  me  2  packets  of 
cigarettes? 

Shall  come  back  tomorrow  for  certain. 

Virginia 


To  whom  it  may  concern. 

Just  sixteen,  pickup  truck,  out  of  money,  out  of  luck,  got 
nowhere  to  call  my  own,  hit  the  gas  and  here  I  go,  [I'm  runnin'  free,  ya. 
I'm  runnin'  free,  I'm  runnin'  free,  ya,  I'm  runnin'.  runnin'  free],  spent 
the  night  in  an  LA  jail,  listened  lo  the  sirens  wail,  but  they  aln1  got  a 
thing  on  me,  runnin'  wild,  runnin'  free,  [chorus],  pulled  her  at  Ihe 
bottle  top,  whiskey  dancin'  disco  hop,  now  all  the  boys  are  after  me, 
that's  the  way  rt's  gotta  be,  [chorus]... 

Sincerely, 
Alexandre  Kojeve 


Frosh  Delusions  and 

Frosh  week  broke  the  last  bitter  hopes  I  liad  of  hokJing  on  to  the 
summer.  Another  year  of  unversity  loomed  In  the  distance  only  days 
away.  Way  back  when  I  was  a  young  pup-Fioshle  those  last  days  of 
summer  were  a  time  of  great  antlcpaton.  My  dreams  of  acedemic 
potential  and  wild  buck-naked  partes  were  soon  to  reach  truitation. 
What  came  about  was  not  the  Intellectual  or  spirtual  growth  I  had 
eagerly  antlcpated.  Instead  I  came  to  the  realisation  that  University 
was  not  much  different  than  high  school.  In  a  system  that  is  based 
on  marks,  creativity  gets  lost  in  the  pursuit  of  providing  the  Prof- 
essor with  what  they  want.  Disillusioned,  I  lost  intrest  in  school  and 
attended  classes  less  and  less.  By  March  I  was  done  working  for  the 
'system'.  I  would  write  my  essays  at  the  last  minute,  haphazardly 
handing  in  work  to  a  proffessor  that  I  labeld  the  stodge  of  the 
system. 

With  nothing  but  utter  contempt  for  the  school  and  the  lackys 
who  were  responsible'for  marking  my  work  I  got  back  the  shit  that  I 
had  handed  in.  To  my  utter  horror,  I  got  B's  and  B+'s.  The  system 
had  rewarded  me  tor  doing  a  bad  Job.  In  the  beginning  of  the  year  I 
had  spent  three  weeks  carefully  working  on  a  piece  of  work  that 
when  finished,  I  considered  art.  Only  to  get  it  back  cmered  in  red 
scribbles  with  a  large  D  scrawled  on  the  front.  The  professor 
might  as  well  have  written  Fuck  Off  on  my  essay. 

While  this  all  might  sould  like  sour  grapes,  it  is  just  my  way  ot 
saying  that  I  was  and  for  the  most  part  still  am,  confused.  I  though 
University  would  be  a  time  of  growth  and  learning.  But  instead  I 
feel  that  I'm  in  grade  fifteen  at  one  of  the  World's  largest  high 
schools.  Everyone  who  is  not  currently  attending  University,  tell  me 
to  become  more  Involved  in  my  courses,  'get  into  it'. 

I'm  not  the  Frosh  that  I  once  was.  What  I  know  now  cannot  be 
forgotten.  I  am  not  capable  of  applying  myself  to  a  system  in  which 
my  aim  is  to  please  everyone  but  myself.  Instead  of  learning  new 
information,  I  am  supposed  to  learn  what  the  Prof  wants,  and  the 
best  way  to  give  it  to  them. 

To  all  the  frosh  out  their  I  have  only  one  piece  of  advice.  Get  Oufi 
Just  kidding,  I  think.  ' 


Local  Conspiracies 

Being  in  an  editorial  position  is  a  double-edged  sword.  On  one 
side  I  have  the  power  to  sway  the  mindless  masses  with  my  every 
word.  But  as  Peter  Parker  learned  from  Uncle  Ben,  "With  great 
power  comes  great  responsibility.'  So  I  must  weigh  every  word 
that  I  use  in  order  to  avoid  doing  damage  to  my  readership's  collect- 
ive psyche.  If  this  were  not  burden  enough  1  also  have  the  tumultous 
burden  of  covering  one  the  most  controversial  colleges  on  campus. 
At  the  heart  of  Innis  lies  a  strange  sickly  perversion  of  greed  and 
horror.  Sure,  on  first  apperance  everything  seems  'normal',  but 
don't  let  that  tired  old  peacenik  ad  fool  you. 

...This  is  the  first  installment  in  a  sehes  of  articles  I  hope  to 
write  that  will  expose  Innis  for  the  sham  that  it  is  (I  write  in  the 
hope  that  this  will  see  the  light  of  day,  because  who  knows  what  Tlie 
Kabbalah  at  the  top  of  Innis  circle  will  do  when  they  f  nd  this  arti- 
cle.) 

PART  ONE-'The  ICSS- 

Through  an  endless  amount  of  research  I've  finally  managed  to 
break  the  code  behind  this  complex  riddle  of  an  anacronym:  "The 
Innis  Conspiracy  of  Socialist  Students."  Although  at  first  I  was  a 
little  hesitant  to  go  public  with  the  information  I  had  compiled  (I  was 
hoping  to  hold  out  tor  a  lofty  multi-book  deal.)  1  soon  realised  that 
the  tnith  must  be  told.  Yes  that's  tight,  Now  It  Can  Be  Told,  I'm 
sure  you'll  agree  with  me  that  we  donl  want  any  fucking  commie, 
pinko,  bastards  ninning  our  college.  Like  any  good  reporter  would 
do,  I've  compiled  a  list  ot  names  of  those  involved  in  this  little  'club'. 

Read  these  names  carefully,  if  you  know  any  of  them,  be  careful: 
Angela  Dorris,  Manavi  Handa  (careful  study  has  shown  that  this 
little  rat  has  infiltrated  the  prestigious  offices  ot  the  Varsity,  have 
you  no  shame!),  Philip  Howard,  Andy  Ling  (an  especially  devious  con- 
spirator, donl  let  that  cute  'little'  guy  act  fool  you.),  Martin  Loeff- 
ler,  Chris  McEnroe  (no  relation,  thank  God.),  Aaron  Magiey,  Minesh 
Mandoda  (camptown  lady  sing  this  song  DO-DA  DO-DA,  heh  heh), 
George  qambo,  Eugene  Roberts  (Eugene,  you've  changed,  man). 
Erica  Savage,  Niki  Smith  and  a  certain  NATASHA  Thorpe. 

Hey  all  you  commies  out  there  we're  on  to  you,  watch  it. 

-To  Be  Continued.  •  John  Slonim 


Enough  to  Make  You  Sick 


These  are  wierd,  wacky  times  we  live  in.  And  as  much  as  I'd  like 
to  once  again  reflect  on  my  own  neuroses,  sleeping  habits  and  oas- 
tiolntestlna)  disorders  In  IWs,  rr\y  guesi  edrtorial,  \  vntnK  ttie  time 
has  come  to  say  something  deep.  Or  maybe  something  wide,  or  even 
long.  \A/hatever  the  case  may  be,  I  want  to  pause  now  and  lake  a  look 
at  the  big  picture,  take  inventory  and  most  importantly,  make  some 
sweeping  generalizations. 

As  my  reign  ot  terror  as  editor  of  the  Hera/d  cametoamelan- 
ctiolfelose  I  found  myself  a-wondering  what  exactly,  it  anything,  I 
accomplished  here.  I  never  really  had  any  lofty  objectives  tot  last 
veal's  Herald.  I  didn't  think  of  myself  as  a  Clark  Kent-style  champ- 
ion of  truth  and  justice  for  all.  I  kinda  thought  I  shouldn't  get  involv- 
ed in  that  stuff:  I  wasn't  oppressed  -  why  worry?  But  I'd  like  to 
pass  on  one  morsel  of  wisdom  to  Young-Ha,  this  year's  editor  of  the 
Herald.  1  have  come  to  believe  that  the  instant  you  publish  anything 
-  entertainment  or  political  treatise  -  involvement  is  inevitable,  so 
be  wary.  A  person  must  be  accountable  for  the  things  she  writes. 
Or,  as  in  my  case,  didnl  write. 

When  I  sat  down  to  whip  off  some  incredibly  humourous  witti- 
cisms about  me,  me,  me  and  my  lovely  little  life,  I  was  also  not  writing 
about  larger  political  issues.  Sometimes  I  thought  1  was  just  not 
political,  or  that  there  were  enough  other  campus  newspapers  hot 
on  the  trail  of  the  day's  fresh  new  social  Injustice.  Sometimes  I 
thought  I  didnl  have  the  right  to  deal  with  issues  that  I  wasn't  in- 
volved in,  or  I  didn't  know  enough  about.  Sometmes  1  wondered  if 
Jason  is  really  outer  than  Luke,  or  if  he  Just  has  better  hair. 

One  thing  is  for  sure.  1  leamed  a  lot  last  year.  I  came  to  realize 
that  a  B  minus  wasn't  bad,  it  just  wasn't  good;  that  we're  here  tor  a 
long  time,  not  for  a  good  time;  and  most  importantly,  I  leamed  that 
if  you  want  to  go  far  in  life  nothing  is  more  crucial  to  success  than  a 
good  pair  of  knee  pads.  (Take  that  how  you  will.) 

But  when  you  get  right  down  to  it,  so  to  speak,  the  most  impor- 
tant morsel  of  knowledge  I  walked  away  with  from  this  whole  news- 
paper business  was  this:  the  tnith  Is  remarkably  hard  to  come  by, 
and  rarely  to  be  found  on  primetime  news. 

Here's  the  point.  I  tried  to  watch  the  media  last  year,  with  a 
critical  eye  and  a  discerning  ear.  The  result?  A  throbbing  migraine 
that  lead  to  acute  and  chronic  nausea. 

Nausea  can  be  aggravated  by  many  things:  a  rocky  boat,  over- 
consumption  of  alcohol,  and  the  ingestion  of  bullshit,  to  name  a  tew. 
(I  did  say  1  wasnl  going  to  talk  about  my  stomach  problems  -  and 


yet  look  at  me.  I  am  clearty  not  to  be  tmsted.)  As  to  ttie  cause  at 
my  atftvcfion  \  tdentifted  \he  cuVpift  as  4\e  b\Q  c*\ur)fcs  ci\  feviV\sW\Vc\ 
ail  xtiB  ccNerage  crt  \r\e  even\s  \n      t  axtemp\wS  \o  digest  over  \Ito 
past  year. 

tl  you  had  thought  the  previous  year's  supertantabuHstlc  mlnl- 
series/guns  'n'  tanks  o'  plenty  right  In  the  comfort  of  your  own  living 
room/Geraldorama/monster-tnick  madness-of-a-Gulf  War  was 
hard  to  swallow...  wait  til  you  got  a  load  ot  the  hottest  live  inlolain- 
menttor1992!  It  was  mayhem  and  madnessl  Riotin'andlooBn'in 
your  own  n^ghbouitioodl  Good  guys  and  bad  guys  do  battle  on  the 
streets  of  L.A.! 

And  then,  coming  to  your  local  cable  network.  In  vivid  black  and 
white,  Toronto's  own  chaos,  live  on  CityTV.  Everywhere. 
Yeah  right.  As  if.  When. 

Say,  just  say,  for  example  -  not  as  if  this  could  have  really  hap- 
pened or  anything  -  we  had  a  worid  wide  lethal  disease  that  affect- 
ed eveiyone.  Lers  call  it  AIDS,  Just  for  arguemenfs  sake.  And  say, 
just  say,  that  the  media  chose  to  treat  the  issue  irresponsibly.  And 
all  they  were  interested  in  was  finding  who  had  it  and  who  didn't. 
Who  spread  it  and  why.  Who  was  gay  and  who  wasnt  The  victims 
and  the  perpetrators.  The  good  guys  and  the  bad  guys. 

And  say,  just  say,  all  that  the  media  was  interested  in  was  ident- 
ifying the  symptoms  of  the  disease:  how  you  could  tell  if  someone 
had  it,  how  you  could  stay  safe,  who  to  avoid.  The  horrible,  ugly, 
physical  manifestatnns.  Wouldn't  that  have  led  to  misinformation 
and  fear?  Wouldnl  that  have  led  to  an  epidemic  ? 

Hmm.  Smells  familiar. 

In  fact,  this  'hypothetical'  situation  has  a  rank  odour  that  brings 
to  mind  the  recent  media  injustices.  Look!  Blacks  are  stealing  stuti 
and  burning  down  their  own  neighbourtioods!  Cut  to  shot  of  Korean 
store  owner.  Cut  to  shot  of  young  black  man  setting  lire  to  car. 
Cut  to  woman  with  child  stealing  vegetables  from  local  super- 
mart<et. 

Woman  with  child  stealing  vegetables?  Hang  on  a  second  here. 
Who  was  she?  Victim  or  criminal?  Gay  or  heterosexual?  Blacker 
white? 

These  were  merely  the  physical  manifestations  of  racism  - 
enough  to  make  you  sick,  but  identifying  them  did  not  help  in  finding 
a  cure,  Journalists  should  regard  their  jobs  with  the  same  degree 
of  accountability  as  doctors.  Treating  the  symptoms  of  a  disease 
as  deep  rooted  as  racism  is  negligent.  • 

Nar^cy  Friedland 


Editorials 


Beyond  Smart  and  Stupid 

A  boy's  parting  thoughts  on  five  years  spent  at  the  University  of  Toronto 


by  Timothy  Long  (April  1992) 
1. 

When  I  was  seventeen  years  old,  I  received  a  brochure  Iran  a 
small  liberal  aits  college  In  Vermont.  It  read,  In  part,  as  follows: 

'A  liberal  arts  degree  from  our  college  will  prepare  you  lor  almost 
any  lob.  And  it  will  do  something  more:  it  will  provide  you  with  a 
llletlme  guamrttee  agairtst  boredom. ' 

A  inetime  guarantee  against  boredom:  Imagine  that.  I  eventually 
decided  not  to  attend  the  college,  deeming  H  too  expensive.  But 
sometimes  these  days,  when  it  snows  and  I'm  alone,  I  ask  myself: 
would  $80,000  (four  years'  tuition)  have  been  too  much  to  pay  for  a 
lifetime  guarantee  against  boredom?  Was  it  somehow  an  Inherently 
better  idea  to  come  to  U  of  T,  and  pay  $10,000  for  a  lifetime 
guarantee  against  enthusiasm? 

I  was  an  affable,  engaging  seventeen  year-old,  but  sometimes  I 
think  that  a  couple  of  rapid  blows  to  the  head  would  have  done  me  a 
woridof  good. 

2. 

Before  I  came  to  university,  I  assumed  that  the  smallest  people 
here  would  spend  most  of  their  time  sitt'ng  around  discussing  books 
and  such.  You  can  imagine  my  relief  when  it  turned  out  that  the 
smartest  people  here  discussed  nothing  but  television. 

Oh,  sure,  you  can  occaswnaily  find  people  in  Hart  House  or 
Robaits  Library  discussing  literary  theory  or  quantum  mechanics. 
But  there's  something  faintly  musty  and  half-hearted  about  them, 
something  apologetic:  it's  as  if  they're  felling  the  world,  okay,  I'm 
being  boring  and  Irrelevant  right  now,  but  I'm  just  having  a  bad  day. 
Tomorrow,  I  will  be  more  vigorous.  Tomorrow  I  will  discusslWjo's 
the  Boss. 

3. 

My  parents  never  went  to  university,  and  are  thus  possessed  of 
all  soils  ol  maniacal  notions  about  the  way  things  work  here.  To  wit: 
my  parents  believe  I  attend  classes  forty  hours  a  week.  Nothing 
would  shock  my  parents  more  than  to  learn  that  I  dkin'l  attend  a 
single  dass  after  spring  break.  So  if  you  see  them  (they're  a 
Caucasian  couple  in  their  early  fifties),  don't  tell  them,  'kay? 

4. 

There  was  a  time  when  the  smartest  undergraduates  went  Into 
graduate  school,  and  eventually  into  academia.  '^ou  may  have  heard 
of  this  time:  if  is  commonly  known  as  "the  middle  ages".  These  days, 
the  brightest  graduates  in  the  humanities  are  dropping  out  after 
two  or  three  years  and  heading  to  Hollywood  to  write  sitcoms.  All 
of  which  is  by  way  of  saying  that  the  next  lime  a  professor  gives  you 
a  bad  mark,  or  takes  Issue  with  a  point  you've  raised,  you  are 
pertectly  justified  in  asking  him  or  her  it  you're  so  smart,  v»hy 
aren't  you  writing  for  Growing  Pains  ? 

5. 

In  some  sodetes,  a  boy's  transition  to  manhood  occurs  when  he 
first  litually  slays  an  elk.  In  other  societies,  this  transition  occurs 
when  a  boy  participates  in  his  first  drive-by  shooting. 

At  U  of  T,  the  cniciai  rite  of  passage  amves  more  stealthily.  A 
boy  wakes  up  one  morning  and  says:  you  know,  1  don't  have  to  attend 
any  of  these  cnimmy  classes  if  I  don't  wanna.  And  do  you  know 
what?  I  don't  wanna. 

Cultural  sensitivity  prevents  me  from  judging  the  relative  worth 
of  these  rituals. 

6. 

Here's  one  questton  that's  vexed  me  ever  since  I've  been  here:  Is 
this  school  really  as  terrible  as  I  think  it  is?  When  I'm  feeling 
depressed,  I  say:  yes,  it  is.  When  I'm  feeling  content,  I  say:  yes,  it  is, 
but  at  least  I've  still  got  my  health. 

7. 

A  man  and  a  woman  are  one. 

A  man  and  a  woman  and  50,000  TV-addled  zombies  are  one. 
8. 

Things  weren't  always  so  bad  here.  In  the  eariy  sbrties  or  so, 
every  single  department  at  this  universrty  was  chock-a-blxk  with 
ambitious,  brilliani  young  professors,  eager  to  change  the  worid. 
Over  the  years,  however,  they  all  either  moved  to  other  schools  or 
succumbed  to  boredom,  fnislration,  or  the  demands  ol  domesfic 
lite. 


9. 

In  1964,  the  most  brilliant  young  professor  in  the  English 
(acuity  was  a  recent  Princeton  graduate  who  taught  a  graduate 
seminar  on  Chariotte  Bronte.  One  day  late  in  the  school  year,  his 
brightest  student  approached  him  after  class  and  asked  with  great 
concern  why  the  class  had  not  yet  discussed  Wulhering  Heights . 

Some  say  that  when  the  professor  heard  that  question, 
something  inside  of  him  cfed.  After  calmly  informing  the  student 
that  Wuthering  Heights  was  written  by  Emily  Bronte,  and  not 
Chariotte,  he  quietly  walked  out  of  the  from  doors  of  the  English 
department  and  quite  simply  never  came  back.  A  few  years  later  a 
rumour  began  circulating  in  the  department  that  the  professor  was 
now  in  California,  woridng  in  experimenfaf  film. 

That  young  professor's  name  was  Laurence  Tero  -  better 
known  to  millions  of  lans  as  Mr.  T,  star  of  such  avant-garde  classics 
asRodcylll  aniTheA  Team. 

10. 

The  point  of  elementary  school  is  to  teach  you  that  you  can't 
sing.  The  point  of  high  school  is  to  teach  you  that  you  can't  play 
sports.  The  point  of  university  is  to  teach  you  that  you  can't  think, 
and  that  even  it  you  could,  you  probably  wouldn't  want  to. 

11. 

You  can  always  tell  university  students  by  their  insistence  on 
uttering  such  life-denying  statements  as: 

/  watch  TV,  but  just  to  gain  insights  into  popular  culture. 
I  think  Yeals  was  actually  a  pretty  good  playwright. 
I  hope  to  go  to  Oxford. 

The  appeal  ol  that  subject  is  not  immediately  apparent. 
Listen,  I  don't  thint(  matters  are  woridng  out  between  us. 


12. 

You  can  always  tell  people  who  have  never  attended  university  by 
their  ability  to  utter  such  life-affinning  statements  as: 
I  watch  TV,  just  for  tun 

I  think  James  Gamer  is  actually  a  pretty  good  actor. 
I  hope  to  go  to  Disney  World. 
I  don't  care  about  thai. 
Screw  off. 

13. 

I  started  laughing  during  my  first  lecture  ol  first  year,  and 
didn't  really  stop  unfil  about  a  year  ago.  I  lound  it  unspeakably 
amusing  how  obtuse  my  professors  were,  how  lazy  my  fellow 
students  were,  and  how  lightly  eveiyone  seemed  to  be  treafing  this 
enfire  business  of  academic  instrucfion.  1  had  grown  up  thinking  of 
post-secondaiy  educafion  as  some  sort  of  religious  indoctrination, 
one  which  was  best  pursued  with  a  grim  countenance  and  a  shirt 
done  right  up  to  the  collar.  For  years,  the  contrast  between  this 
preconception  and  the  atmosphere  of  cheerful  idiocy  I  encountered 
at  U  of  T  sfnjck  me  as  endlessly  hilarious. 

And  then  it  didn't. 

14. 

I  must  admit  that  part  of  the  reason  I  was  laughing  so  much  was 
all  the  dmgs  I  was  faking.  As  eveiyone  knows,  a  student  at  U  of  T 
can,  over  the  course  of  an  undergraduate  career.  Ingest  a  veritable 
pharmacopia  if  he  so  desires.  I  so  desired.  For  the  record:  I  have 
done  grass,  i  have  done  mushrooms,  I  haveni  done  add  I  have  done 
AquaVelva.  I  havedone  Liquid  Paper.  I  haven't  done  Lemon  Hedge. 
I  haven't  done  Turtle  Wax.  I  have  done  Coke  and  Aspirin.  I  haveni 
done  Mr.  Clean,  though  I've  always  wanted  to. 

15. 

I'm  twenty-two  years  old,  for  Christ's  sakes.  I've  been  in 
university  for  five  years.  Five  years  at  the  finest  university  in 
Canada,  the  home  of  Northrop  Fiye,  John  Polanyi,  and  Marshall 
McLuhan,  and  I  still  haven't  learned  how  to  end  any  piece  of  wriUng 
without  resorting  to  Oie  worst  kind  of  pseudo-existentialist  ' 
pretension.  Maybe  1  coukJ  leam  something,  maybe  I  could  gain  some 
skills,  if  if  weren't  for  the  boredom. 


The  boredom. 


Boredom. 


Death.' 


Mr.  Long  now  studies  Engllshi  Literature  at 
Columbia  University  Graduate  Sctiool. 


Lament  for  a  Square  Meal 


by  Adrian  Wlllsher 


One  ot  the  piDblems  I've  always  thought  that  student  govern- 
ments have  had  around  U  of  T  is  that  they're  generally  insular 
groups,  passing  irrelevant  resolutions  aljout  tuition  policies  and 
funding  cutbacks,  and  mistakenly  believing  -  despite  the  fact  that 
only  ten  percent  of  students  actually  vote  in  their  elections  -  that 
they  represent  anyone.  Campus  newspapers  are  guilty  ot  the  same 
sort  of  problem:  only  a  few  students  read  them,  but  each  paper 
thinks  it's  sen/ing  some  grand  journalistic  purpose;  \heVarsily  act- 
ually considers  itself  the  unofficial  school  of  journalism  on  campus. 

I  once  had  in  my  hands  current  editor  Naomi  Klein's  multi-page 
platform  from  her  campaign  lor  the  job.  At  the  time  it  seemed  to 
be  good  starting  point  for  an  article  like  this  one,  but  then  I  realized 
that  Klein's  platform  was  mostly  about  stuff  such  as  internal  prod- 
uction procedures  and  recruiting  new  staff;  there  didn't  seem  to  be 
much  about  her  vision  of  the  content  of  the  paper. 

Toomanyl/are/ry  news  articles  seem  to  be  constructed  around 
the  opinions  of  a  few  people.  This  is  a  real  problem  with  this  year's 
features  articles.  The  recent  series  on  the  corporatizalion  ol  Can- 
adian universities  was  typical;  the  pattern  was  the  same  through- 
out: include  about  five  quotes  from  a  couple  of  authorities  who 
support  you,  find  one  from  a  dissenting  source,  and  repeat  the 
procedure  for  as  many  words  as  you  need. 

By  the  way,  there  was  once  a  fime  when  theVarsity  reviewed 
such  books  as  George  GmYsTechnology  and  Empire,  and,  more- 
over, when  such  reviews  were  actually  quoted  on  the  back  covers  of 
thosebooks.  lmagine-ourownVars/(y.  Those  were  the  days. 

Anyway,  what  really  interests  me  these  days  is  the  questa  of  a 
liberal  educafion.  I'm  not  going  to  invoke  the  ghost  ot  Allan  Bloom 
and  discuss  the  'canon'  ot  classical  thought,  or  even  wony  about 
government  underfunding.  But  it  seems  to  me  that  students' 


academe  specialization  is  a  problem  of  some  importance  I  know 
some  students,  -  intelligent  people  studying  humanities  -  who  had 
no  idea,  for  example,  who  George  Grant  was,  let  alone  what  he 
wrote.  And  there  are  obviously  quite  a  tew  students  in  various 
fields  who  would  have  no  idea  what  a  differential  equafion  looks  like 
So  I  believe  that  thefarsi/y's  recent  spate  ot  features  about  the 
corporatisation  ol  our  schools  is  irrelevant.  The  ostensibly  most 
prestigious  university  in  this  country  is  producing  a  pack  ot  techno- 
crats, with  little  sense  ol  the  knowledge  outside  their  own  fields. 
Businesses  have  no  need  to  impose  their  agendas  on  students;  we 
seem  to  be  doing  it  ourselves  quite  well. 

I'm  surprised  that  issues  like  these  usually  seem  to  be  written 
about  by  consereatives  only.  Leftist  critics  don't  appear  to  want  to 
consider  the  question  of  what  students  should  be  reading  and 
studying.  They're  too  busy,  perhaps,  with  the  drive  towards  demo- 
cratisation  and  equality  within  schools.  That  leftists  demand  the 
advent  of  universities  more  'representative'  of  the  societies  they 
exist  in  (this  usually  articulated  to  entail  changes  in  hiring  policies) 
might  mean  that  academic  specialisation  will  conSnue,  since  it  is  the 
nature  of  any  liberal  capitalist  economy  (o  encourage  such  speciaJ/s- 
atton  of  labour. 

Intheend,o(course,nominor  change  ot  policy  will  amount  to 
much.  The  problem  of  educatton  and  knowledge  cannot  be  solved  by 
any  modificafion  of  degree  requirements  such  as  lorcing  students 
to  take  more  breadth  courses.  So  I  sit  at  my  desk,  trying  to  finish 
this  arficle  and  wondering  what  solutions  1  can  suggest.  Perhaps  all 
that  individual  students  can  do  is  try  to  read  more,  and  talk  to 
students  outside  their  department,  looking  to  find  some  common 
intellectual  ground.  • 


Music,  the  Mirror  of  the  Soul  (Esp.  on  CD) 

by  David  Slonim 


Music.  Its  so  damn  amazing  it  deserves  to  be  in  its  own  sentence. 
Its  the  brit  that  pulls  in  the  images  swimming  around  ambiguously  in 
memory.  Paragraphs  in  our  personal  histories  made  clear  by  the 
varied  combination  of  eighth  notes  waftng  in  the  background.  My 
first  kiss,  family  trips,  first  love,  big  heartaches,  all  brought  to  life 
with  music.  But  not  only  does  it  bring  back  darting  moments,  it 
helps  shape  arvA  define  the  various  stages  ol  lite.  No  one  really 
remembers  what  they  look^  like  at  10  but  we  can  all  list  the  sounds 
that  were  around  at  the  time.  These  tunes,  acl  as  tandmart<s... 
'Yeah,  that  song  was  playing  on  the  radio  around  the  lime  I  did  this, 
when  I  hung  around  with  these  guys,  when  I  thought  about  her...' 

OK,  but  there's  more.  Music  isn't  just  a  product  of  the  past; 
songs  donl  have  to  be  woven  into  the  fabric  of  yesteryear  to  be 
enjoyed  in  the  present.  There  is  a  sky  full  of  musical  stars  to  be 
explored.  Music,  that  has  no  link  to  the  past,  that's  waiting  to  be 
danced  to,  to  cry  to,  to  fuck  to,  to  get  stoned  to.  Anyway  I  thought 
I'd  share  some  of  my  tastes  with  you.  I  mean,  I  do  own  quite  a  few 
CD's... 

Isn't  it  nuts  about  CD's?  Five  years  ago,  stores  used  to  receive 
CD's  and  put  them  in  special  spots.  Locafions  where  the  customer, 
who  most  often  didnl  have  a  player  or  simply  couldnl  afford  the 
little  silver  disk,  could  walk  by  in  awe.  Little  kids,  holding  tightly  to 
their  mothers  hands,  would  shuffle  by  the  display  and  swear  off 
Smurls  and  pre-sweetened  ceral.  Men  of  the  cloth,  who  had 
dedicated  existence  to  god,  took  one  look  at  the  refiecfing  orbs  and 
stripped  themselves  ot  all  the  Church's  beliefs  (and  in  the  case  of 
two  fathers  in  Cheektawaga,  their  clothes  as  well.)  Yes  this  was  the 
CD  revolution,  in  mere  months,  records  would  be  relegated  to  cob- 
webbed  comers,  shiven'ng,  unbought,  under  handprinted  '99  cents 
and  up'  signs. 

"""The  fil^FCD'  ttiought  was  Revolver  by  the  Beatles.  It  was  love 
at  first  sight.  I  mean,  'Eleanor  Rigby"s  beautiful  violins  jumping  at 
you.  Individual  instmments  and  electronic  effects  once  lost  in  the 
muddle  formel  in  the  grooves  ot  a  record,  now  clear,  audible.  Oh, 
even  now  it  gets  me  hot.  Not  only  that,  but  the  CD  has  many  uses 
that  no  record,  tape,  or  even  8-track  could  replicate. 


Suppose  you  were  on  some  ship  going  for  a  cruise,  when  sudden- 
ly, you  were  flung  out  into  the  water,  with  only  a  CD  (no  case)  in  your 
harid.  Well,  having  reached  some  deserted  island,  you'd  look  down  at 
your  praned  fingers  and  massage  the  piece  of  calf  left  over  after 
the  shark  attack.  But  what  you're  really  wondering  is  "with  all  the 
salt  in  the  water,  swimming  through  the  oil  spill,  not  to  mentkm  the 
extreme heaV,cl\dm>j\acQbi«3kou\r)'  ^Nc^V^eatn:l^\o^(^.  Nonsro. 
the  CD  can  also  be  used  as  a  mirror...  what  do  you  mean  you  dropped 
fhe  CD(rK>-case)  whery  the  octupus  dragged  you  under* 

Ok,  lets  talk  about  music,  (please). 

All  in  all  it's  a  stable  universe.  Things  have  evolved  and  we  no 
longer  question  their  malability.  I  mean,  as  much  as  I  prescribe 
thinking  tot  yourselT  and  coming  to  your  own  conclusions,  I  must 
adm'it  that  In  the  end  we  spend  most  ol  our  moments  blindly 
following  the  routines  and  conventions  shaped  and  defined  by  all 
that  live  with  us,  as  well  as  the  generations  that  dwelled  before. 

OK  what  the  fuck  does  that  have  to  do  with  music? 

Well  its  got  everything  to  do  with  music. 

Who  the  fuck  am  I  to  tell  you  about  music? 

What  makes  the  experts  such  experts? 

Sure  I  could  tell  you  to  go  buy  everytNng  Lennon  ever  breathed 
on.  I  could  nominate  Neil  Young,  Paul  Simon.  Robert  Johnson, 
Richards,  Jimi  and  Brian  Wilson  in  some  demi-god  rockers  hall  of 
lame.  I  could  ramble  on  about  the  genius  of  Velvet  Underground, 
Led  Zepplin,  the  Clash,  the  Who  (alright,  I  got  my  plugs  in)... 

Look,  the  whole  worid's  already  telling  us  how  to  dress,  when  to 
think,  what  to  smoke,  don't  let  them  also  control  your  listening 
habits.  Flip  around  the  radio  scour  over  your  friends'  and  parents' 
music  collecttons,  hell  check  out  Erica  and  Ziggy  on  Muchmusic,  and 
then  make  your  own  choice. 

They're  your  ears,  and  you  should  be  allowed  to  put  anything  you 
want  in  them  (although  maitles  tend  to  get  stuck).  So  go  get  your 
Bee  Gee's  fix,  brown  bag  it,  slink  into  your  own  private  space,  and 
have  a  good  fime.  Just  remember  to  buy  a  CD,  cause  you  never  know 
when  you1l  be  on  some  shipgoingonacmise.* 


Random  Thoughts 


Her  View:  The  Cologne  Makes  The  Man 

by  Jayne  Smart 

The  cologie  a  man  uses  adds  something  special  to  Ms  overall 
presentation.  Different  colognes  are  associated  with  various  media 
images.  Different  scents  draw  a  woman's  attention  to  a  man.  Uving 
in  the  Nineties,  more  thought  is  given  towards  scent.  We  are  the 
generation  that  has  been  raised  on  smeiiystickers  (do  you  remem- 
ber?). Scent  is  our  obsession,  which  is  why  stores  such  as  The  Body 
Shop  and  The  Soapberry  Shop  are  so  successlul.  (Let  us  not  lor- 
get  Crabtree  and  Evelyn.) 

Paiticuiaily  fascinating  scents  lor  men  are:  Eternity  lor  Man 
(which  evokes  the  image  ol  a  commitment  man),       Sung  (it 
just  smells  good,  and  reveals  a  man  who  has  goals  and  will  stop  at 
nothing  to  affain  them),  and  Polo  by  Ralpti  Lauren  (at  one  time  this 
was  immensely  popular,  and  still  alludes  to  the  image  ot  an  athlete 
man  who  wants  to  be  the  best).  There  are  numerous  other  scents, 
but  it  would  take  too  long  to  name  them  all. 

The  main  point  is  that  cologne,  no  matter  what  kind  it  is  (unless 
ills  the  cheesy /\(jual'e/vatype),enhancesaraan'simage.  Allinali, 
scent  is  one  of  the  special  things  that  contributes  to  a  man's  overall 
presentation.  I^ore  people  will  take  notice  of  a  man  it  he  is  wearing 
cologne  than  il  he  is  not.  Cologne  reveals  a  man's  personality.  A  man 
who  wears  cologne  is  a  man  who  wants  to  be  noticed.  He  wants  to 
smell  good,  which  in  turn  will  make  him  leel  good,  it  is  a  never-ending 
cycle  with  the  end  result,  a  happy  man.  • 


15  TRACTOR  BEAM  GENERATOR  AND  POWER  TRENCH 


^  ^  ^  ^  J  Q  n 


Alterations  at  West  43rd  Street  byAdrlar^Wlllsher 


As  one  opened  the  Oct.  7th  issue  of  the  New  Yorker  (the 
first  under  new  editor  Tina  Brown),  one  felt  almost  certain  that 
the  traditional  white,  middle-class  and  middle-aged  readership 
was  in  for  a  shock.  Right  across  from  the  index  was  an  erotic 
advertisement  lor  Calvin  Klein  featuring  two  young  lovers, 
topless  and  eyeing  the  viewer  with  a  careless,  yet  slightly 
unsure,  confidence.  The  more  one  read  on,  through  the  familiar 
"Talk  of  the  Town"  secfion  and  the  longer  reports,  the  more  one 
got  the  impression  that  not  only  was  Brown  hired  to  edit  the 
magazine,  but  also  to  create  a  new,  albeit  marginally  less 
flashy, Van/ly  Fair ,  her  previous  success  story. 

The  "Goings  On  about  Town'  section,  previously  a  densely 
written  description  of  artistic  and  entertainment  events  in  the 
city,  was  now  interrupted  by  colourful  ads  featuring,  among  oth- 
ers. Barneys  New  York,  Saab,  Estee  Lauder.  Gap,  and  Rolex. 
It  was  clear  that  Brown  and  the  new  management  were  appeal- 
ing to  the  upscale  yuppies  who  were  most  likely  to  be  attracted 
by  the  latest  fashions,  and  who  typically  regard  their  magaz- 
ines as  venues  for  fashion  exhibitions  as  much  as  sources  of 
literature. 

But  the  problem,  of  course,  was  in  the  content  -  these  new 
readers  were  not  going  to  be  quite  the  same  ones  who  found  the 
old  New  yorlier  stuff  worthwhile.  1  remember  a  visit  during  the 
summer  to  the  Ottawa  Public  Library,  in  an  attempt  to  read 
interesting  articles  from  old  issues.  That  atternoon  I  spent  at 
least  two  hours  reading  a  long  (even  by  pre-Tina  Brown  stand- 
ards) sfoiv  about  an  American  classics  prolejsor  who  estab- 
lished the  first  classics  program  in  a  Malawi  university.  Who 
has  time  now  for  that  kind  of  extended  reading  when  one  can 
attain  an  instant  cultural  familiarity  from  the  high-velocity 
Images  on  a  television  screen? 

One  thus  finds  in  the  current  New  Yorker  an  unfamiliar 
urgency,  a  sense  that  the  stories  must  be  as  current  and  topfcal 
as  possible.  Included  in  the  longer  reports  were  just  such  stories 
about  hurricane  Andrew,  the  practk;e  of  journalism  in  Sarajevo, 
and  allegations  of  drug  use  by  Dan  Quayle.  This  last  story, 
which,  as  the  longest,  was  also  about  the  possibly  politically 
motivated  mistreatment  of  a  prisoner  by  the  U.S.  governnnenf, 
seemed  to  be  an  attempt  to  influence  the  November  election. 
Never  before,  at  least  in  my  memory,  has  the  New  Yorker 
resembled  a  newsmagazine  so  much. 

Until  the  change,  the  weekly  may  have  seemed  nonpart- 
isan or  only  slightly  politteal,  but  one  found  in  this  issue  an 
unmlstakeably  liberal,  Democratic  spirit.  The  first  article,  a 
new  editorial  section  entitled  "Comment",  was  an  attack,  from 
a  liberal,  philosophical  basis,  on  one  of  George  Bush's  campaign 
ideas:  that  of  allowing  tax-payers  the  chance  to  indicate  on 
their  tax  forms  whether  they  want  to  pay  up  to  ten  percent  of 
their  taxes  directly  to  deffcit-teduction.  Further  ahead,  in  the 
Goings  On  section,  we  found  another  timely  liberal  article,  this 
one  arguing  persuasively  that  Bush's  recent  attempt  to  portray 
himself  as  a  second  Harry  Truman  was  marred  by  the  fact 
that  Bush  had  supported  Truman's  presidential  opponent. 

There  were  other  instances  of  liberal  reporting,  some  only 
slightly  partisan,  some  others  decidedly  anIi-Republlcan.  Louis 
Menand,  a  critic  whose  work  appears  in  such  places  as  the 
New  Republic ,  attacked  Mchael  Medved  directly,  and  the 


Republfcan  party  indirectly,  in  his  review  of  l\fledved's  book 
about  the  entertainment  industry.  Menand  questioned  Medved's 
thesis  that  some  unaccountable,  liberal,  Hollywood  "cultural 
elite"  (remember  the  Dan  Quayle-Mutphy  Brown  story)  is  re- 
fusing to  respond  to  the  "traditional  values"  of  the  real  America. 

But  almost  certainly  the  most  political  article  was  that 
about  Quayle  himself.  No  moderate  or  liberal  could  have  read  11 
without  feeling  some  outrage  towards  Washington's  corrupt 
conservatism,  which  appears  to  value  its  own  power  over  any 
consideration  of  civil  freedom  and  justice,  it  was  the  story  of 
Brett  Coleman  Kimbertin,  a  convicted  and  imprisoned  drug 
dealer  who  had  alleged  that  he  repeatedly  sold  marijuana  to 
Dan  Quayle  in  the  early  f  970's.  the  author,  Mark  Singer,  fried 
to  portray  Kimberlin  as  a  model  prisoner,  even  a  model  citizen, 
by  telling  us  of  Kimberlin's  earning  of  a  college  degree  in  prison, 
his  legal  skills,  and  the  endorsements  he  received  from  respect- 
ed lav^yers  around  the  country.  The  second  half  described,  in 
minute  detail,  the  successful  attempts  of  the  federal  govern- 
ment to  deny  Kimberlin  parole  and  to  prevent  him  from  publicis- 
ing the  charges  against  Quayle. 

In  a  final  paragraph  Singer  quoted  an  old  liberal  lawyer  virho 
asserted  that  Kin*erlin  had  become  a  "political  prisoner".  This 
reminded  me  of  similar  recent  liberal  expressions,  such  as  the 
final  scene  in  the  recent  film  Sob  Roberts :  the  camera  sweeps 
over  the  words  of  the  Jefferson  Memorial,  an  urgent  compari- 
son with  the  corruption  of  the  conservative  Roberts.  Any 
Oliver  Stone  movie  can  be  understood  in  the  same  way,  as  an 
attempt  to  stir  one's  outrage  against  conservative  threats  to 
the  liberal  American  way. 

Of  course,  since  the  time  of  the  first  new  issue,  when  I 
wrote  the  first  draff  of  this  review  (Can  anyone  predict  the 
Herald 's  publishing  schedule?),  several  more  issues  appeared. 
In  the  sutisequent  few  weeks  the  new  limeliness'  remained,  and 
11  anything  became  greater.  The  cover  of  the  October  12tli 
Issue  was  adorned  with  an  illustration  of  Malcolm  X  and  a 
montage  of  popular  black  Americans,  such  as  Rodney  King  and 
Martin  Luther  King,  Jr.;  the  longest  article  in  the  issue  was  a 
biography  of  Malcolm,  obviously  intended  as  a  complement  to 
the  new  film. 

The  November  2nd  issue  was  even  more  timely.  The 
clever  cover  featured  the  confident  couple  Bill  and  Hillary  Clin- 
ton, dressed  as  Robin  Hood  and  Maid  Marion,  holding  open  large 
Halloween  paper  bags  at  the  home  of  quite  nervous  George  and 
Bart)ara  Bush.  The  long  arttele  here  discussed  the  president's 
role  in  the  Iraq  fiasco;  the  message  was  that  -  contrary  to  his 
campaign  assertions  -  he  was  in  the  loop  atter  all. 

The  glamorous  ads,  from  Calvin  Klein,  Estee  Lauder  and 
Levi's,  have  all  but  disappeared,  although  the  number  of  fashion 
and  lifestyle"  ads  has,  1  think,  increased.  A  recent  high  profile 
addition  to  the  personnel  has  been  Art  Spiegelman,  ol  Maus 
fame,  as  'featured'  staff  artist  -  and  not  for  the  house 
trademari(  box  cartoons  of  gentle,  urbane  satire.  All  in  all,  Ms. 
Brown  and  company,  a  few  of  whom  she  brought  with  her  from 
Vanity  Fair,  seem  to  have  begun  a  prwess  ol  subtle  but 
distinct  mutations  which,  at  the  present  rate,  will  transligure 
before  we  know  it  the  once  venerable  weekly  into  something 
quite  unrecognisable.  • 


Achieving  Satori  at  Vesta  Lunch 


(Every  event  in  this  story  is  true,  and  people  really  should 
lunch  at  Vesia  The  only  part  that  isn't  true  is  the  bit  about  the 
blonde  finding  enlightenment  -  she  did  order  the  sandwiches 
though.) 

As  me  and  my  companion  approached  Vesta  Lunch  on  the 
Northeast  corner  of  Bathurst  and  Dupont,  we  were  reassured  in 
our  culinary  adventure  by  a  sign  proudly  proclaiming  "Reputable 
since  1955"  (but  not  before,  she  supposed).  When  we  entered 
and  seated  ourselves,  we  were  hardly  noticed  by  two  men,  one  of 
whom  we  believe  was  named  Tony,  who  shouted  at  each  other  In 
an  accented  English  neither  of  us  could  make  out.  At  one  point 
the  older  fellow  had  a  wrestling  match  with  the  customer  sitting  In 
the  corner.  However,  don't  be  Intimidated  by  their  surly  grunts  or 
by  the  greasy  spoon  appearance:  they  were  friends  and  It  is  a 
greasy  spoon. 

For  our  snack  I  ordered  a  bottle  of  their  best  and  only  fruit 
juice,  souvlaki  on  a  bun,  and  an  order  of  fries.  These  were 
shared  with  my  companion  who  also  ordered  an  orange  crush 
and  a  grilled  cheese  (one  Kraft  cheese  slice  on  two  pieces  of 
Wonder  Bread,  with  a  pickle  sliver  on  the  side).  The  meal  was 
hot,  greasy  but  reassuringly  tasty.  It,  combined  with  the  apple  pie  I 
had  for  dessert  and  the  milkshake  she  had,  which  rated  a  9.5,  was 
a  down-to-earth,  honest  meal.  The  pie  was  gooey  and  rich  (I 
hadn't  previously  enjoyed  rich  apple  pie)  and  the  fries  were 
greasier  than  Alfalfa's  hair,  but  Tony  and  his  friend  weren't  there 
to  play  games  with  all  natural  stuff  or  all  that  crap,  just  real  artifi- 
cial, preservatively  fine  foods.  The  meal  left  us  physically  fulfilled 
and  spiritually  awakened.  It  was  good  to  be  alive  (still  is  of 
course).  Here  we  were,  eating  late  dinner  at  VesIa,  bringing  the 


universe  into  harmony  All  for  a  reasonable  fifteen  dollars.As  to 
the  atmosphere,  the  signs  were  all  hand  painted,  including  one 
which  stated  "No  Credrt".  The  night  could  have  fit  perfectly  in  the 
70s,  the  50s  or  the  30s  but  especially  In  the  late  1620s. 

Then  the  moment  that  made  the  evening:  an  event  that  could 
have  easily  been  overiooked  and  its  profound  religious  implicat- 
ions lost.  A  small  blonde  woman  wearing  a  furry  fur  coat  entered 
and  ordered  two  grill  sandwiches,  and  maybe  coffee.  She  point- 
ed out  quite  curtly  that  she  was  in  a  rush. 

Tony  and  his  friend  paid  no  attention  to  this  remark  and  car- 
ried on  as  they  had  been,  proceeding  to  cook  up  their  three  hun- 
dred thousandth  grilled  cheese  much  in  the  same  manner  the 
other  two  hundred  and  ninety-nine  thousand,  nine  hundred  and 
ninety-nine  had  been  cooked  up.  And  yet  despite  their  mastery  of 
the  culinaiy  arts,  she  had  the  gall  to  point  out  that  she  wanted  the 
INNER  slices  of  the  loaf  -  the  really  good  ones,  as  anyone  knows, 
-  and  not  the  END  slices.  She  said  it  in  a  tone  that  indicated  she 
expected  an  argument. 

But  Tony  and  his  friend  took  it  in  stride  and  cooked  up  their 
three  hundred  thousandth  and  first  and  their  three  hundred 
thousandth  and  second  grilled  cheeses  afresh.  At  this  point  she 
realized  their  sageness,  got  to  her  knees,  begged  them  for  for- 
giveness (at  which  point  they  threw  the  sandwiches  at  her), 
achieved  enlightenment  and  left  the  store,  leaving  behind  ten 
dollars  and  her  fur  coat. 

My  companion  and  I  issued  forth  from  the  restaurant  seeing 
life  anew,  proudly  proclaiming  the  new  Good  News: 

Eat  Food  at  VesIa  Lunch  I  • 
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Films  of  92 


Hollow  Thrills  on  Europa's  Tracks 

by  Chris  Philpoft 


The  biggest  toy  train  set  any  boy  ever  had. ' 
-  Orson  Welles  describing  filmmaking. 

Lars  Von  Trier  proved  to  be  a  boy  filmmaker.  Europa ,  his  third 
film  but  his  firsi  to  have  been  released  here,  was  a  fine  piece  of 
youthful,  clever,  show-off  cinema  in  the  tradition  of  the  young 
Hitchcock,  Welles  and  Godard.  It  was  full  of  visual  acrobatics  which, 
at  their  best,  reawakened  a  pure  love  of  movies  as  creative  spec- 
tacle. I  hadn't  seen  this  level  of  invention  since  the  eariy  days  of  rock 
video.  (And  it  was  no  surprise  to  learn  that  Von  Trier  makes  rock 
videos.)  The  flourishes  lightened  up  a  profoundly  nasty,  determinist 
vision  of  the  worid. 

The  film  begins  with  a  view  down  on  train  tracks  from  the  front 
of  a  slow-moving  train,  the  distance  in  dari<ness.  Max  von  Sydow's 
magnificent  voice  comes  in  over  brooding  music.  He  sets  the  scene 
speaking  as  a  hypnotist,  addressing  the  audience  and/or  the  lead 
character,  Leo  (Jean-Marc  Barr),  a  young  American  looking  lor 
wcri(  in  Germany  immediately  after  Worid  War  II.  The  sequence  sets 
up  the  action  quickly  and  evocatively,  and  prepares  us  for  something 
a  little  different.  It  also  functions  as  something  of  a  manifesto:  it 
proclaims  film  as  hypnosis;  ajoumey  into  the  unknown;  a  ride  we 
know  will  accelerate  and  just  might  crash.  It  evokes  a  worid  which 
isn't  real.  It  announces  a  filmmaker  who  won't  stay  hidden,  who  ac- 
tually boastes  of  his  control  over  the  characters,  the  medium,  and 
the  audience.  TWs  narrator  tells  of  characters  who  are  not  free, 
because  they  are  characters;  they  are  hypnotised,  their  fates  as  de- 
termined as  the  course  of  a  train,  as  the  course  ol  history. 

Ah,  this  was  tun  stuff!  (II  reminded  me  ol  the  opening  of  Orson 
Welles'  script  for  Hearf  of  Darkness,  which  was  to  have  been  his 
first  film  but  was  never  made.  The  camera  is  set  in  a  birdcage; 
Welles,  as  Kurtz,  points  a  gun  at  the  canary/audience  and  orders  it 
to  sing.) 

The  slorybegins,  Germany  is  a  mess,  in  a  historical  pause  bet- 
ween the  Reich  and  the  economic  miracle.  People  cling  to  piecemeal 
bureaucracies  and  bastard  ideologies.  Leo  gets  a  job  as  a  train  con- 
ductor and  then  he  meets  Katharine  (Barbara  Sukowa),  a  femme 
fatale  and  a  link  to  the  Werewolves  (a  guerilla  organization).  The 
plot  tugs  our  hero  first  one  way  and  then  the  other;  into  the  quickly 
reshaping  power  stractures,  the  myriad  of  rules  governing  con- 


ductor conduct  in  a  worid  which  must  mn  on  time,  and  into  a  dari< 
worid  of  passion  and  destniction.  The  oscillation  accelerates  and 
climaxes  with  a  fine  piece  of  black  comedy  in  which  Leo  must  repeat- 
edly run  out  ol  a  conductor  examination  to  deal  with  the  Werewoll 
plot  and  impending  disaster. 

The  central  technical  effect  in  Europa  is  the  conspicuous  use  ol 
mattes.  Von  Trier  revels  in  the  technique:  he  creates  ultra-deep 
locus,  mixes  black-and-white  back-projection  with  colour  lore- 
ground,  mixes  long-lens  (flat)  backgrounds  with  wide-angle  fore- 
grounds, dissolves  backgrounds,  and  moves  characters  from  fore- 
ground to  background  and  back  again.  The  cumulative  effect  ol 
these  and  other  virtuosic  techniques  (like  moving  cameras  through 
walls  and  windows)  and  tantalizing  images  (such  as  a  couple  making 
love  on  a  model  train  set -an  image  stolen  lrom7fac/(  29  -  but  it 
had  more  resonance  here),  is  to  create  an  overstufled  lunhouse  ol  a 
movie. 

I  admired  Europa ,  but  perhaps  it  smelled  more  ol  ingenuity  than 
genius.  There  were  a  few  serious  weaknesses:  Leo  was  an  uninter- 
esting character,  the  chaos  loosed  by  the  Werewolves  was  not  very 
engaging,  and  the  love  story  was  conventional.  Barbara  Sukowa  was 
flatter  here  than  in  anything  she  did  for  Fassbinder. 

The  little  lyricism  the  film  contained  did  not  concern  the  doomed 
lovers,  nor  the  psychic  lumioil  of  the  lost  Germans,  nor  the  peculiar 
plight  ol  an  American  civilian  in  post-war  Gemiany,  but  the  train  - 
the  Europa.  Von  Trier  shoots  his  train  the  way  Von  Sternberg  shot 
Mariene  Dietrich.  This  footage  is  awe-inspiring,  but  i  sounded 
alarm  bells:  what  can  we  say  about  an  artist  who,  in  this  great  can- 
vas ol  characters  and  locations,  is  most  thrilled  by  a  choo-choo 
train?  II  only  Von  Trier  had  as  much  enthusiasm  developing  his  pro- 
tagonist! (I  would  guess  he  had  made  Leo  a  virtual  blank  to  bring 
out  the  hypnosis/determinism/audience-as-charader  themes,  but 
audience  identification  with  character  just  doesn't  work  this  way.) 

Although  Europa  was  a  thrill,  the  film  seemed  a  little  hollow; 
imagine  Citizen  Kane  without  Kane.  Ultimately,  we'll  have  to  see  a 
few  more  ol  Von  Trier's  tilms  to  determine  il  he  desenres  to  be 
grouped  with  Hitchcock,  Welles  and  Godard,  or  rather  with  Mamou- 
lian  {Applause),  Lester  (A  Hard  Day's  Night)  and  Beineix  {Diva): 
other  young,  talented  show-offs  who  farmed  soil  too  poor  to  deliver 
more  than  one  or  two  quick  cash  crops.  • 


Chomsky's  Relentless  Construction pf  Dissent 

by  Daren  Gerrig 


If  would  be  futile  to  begin  to  discuss  the  radical  politcal  and 
social  beliefs  held  by  Noam  Chomsky,  the  relentless  polKlcal  ac- 
tivist, renowned  linguist  and  MIT  professor,  in  a  simple  movie  re- 
view: there  is  just  not  sufficient  time  or  space.  This  is  evident  if 
we  note  that  an  outline  ol  his  ideas  were  delivered  in  a  mere  165 
minutes,  the  duration  of  Manufacturing  Consent:  Noam 
Chomsky  and  the  Media. 

This  enthralling,  clever  lllm  delivers  Chomsky's  messages 
between  short  clips  which  chronologically  describe  his  youth. 
These  breaks  Irom  the  mind-numbing  political  discussions  reveal 
Chomsky's  private  life,  spanning  from  his  elementary  school 
studies  of  detailed  Hebrew  texts  furnished  by  his  father,  to  the 
polilteal  debates  sparked  during  time  spent  at  his  uncle's  news- 
paper stand  in  New  York  City  during  the  depression  -  Chomsky 
later  describes  these  teenage  years  at  the  newsstand  as  one  of 
the  most  influential  elements  of  his  life. 

These  anecdotal  snippets  of  his  eariy  life  not  only  provide  an 
understanding  of  his  youth,  they  act  as  a  mental  departure 
from  the  seemingly  endless  footage  of  interviews  and  lectures. 
The  coherency  ol  Chomsky's  beliefs  is  revealed  through  careful 
editing  of  these  lectures  and  interviews,  so  thai  sentences  and 
themes  whfch  he  begins  to  despribe  in  a  lecture  series  dellveted 
In  1985  are  connpleted  by  cutting  to  an  inten^iew  given  ten  years 


earlier.  Chomsky  nnanages  to  simplify  complex  issues,  primarily 
the  role  of  the  'democratic'  media  in  sustaining  the  total'rtarian 
elements  of  the  American  government  (and  governments  in  gen- 
eral), without  trivializing  them.  He  not  only  provides  an  under- 
standing of  the  issues,  but  illustrates  their  severity  with  respect 
to  the  threatened  existence  of  a  truly  democratic  society. 

During  the  first  hour  ol  the  film,  a  basic  understanding  ol 
Chomsky's  politteal  ideas  are  provided.  The  first  thorough  ex- 
ample ol  hidden  corruption  in  the  world  comes  with  a  description 
ol  the  atrocities  of  East  Timor  and  the  utter  lack  ol  coverage  it 
received  in  the  Amercan  press.  This  is  then  contrasted  with 
the  substantial  coverage  by  the  same  media  ol  the  comparable 
situation  in  Cambodia  after  the  Khmer  Rouge  takeover  in  1975. 
The  clear  implication  here  is  that  atrocities  committed  by  Amer- 
ican enemies  can  be  spoken  of  while  those  supported  by  the  U.S. 
-  such  as  the  genocide  in  East  Timor  -  are  essentially  ignored. 

The  film  concludes  by  removing  Chomsky  from  a  purely  ac- 
ademic setting,  and  shows  his  dealings  with  the  general  public. 
Chomsky  avoids  moralizing  and  makes  the  point  that  he  doesn't 
want  to  be  followed  blindly:  in  other  words,  to  become  exactly 
the  kind  ol  lorce  he  Is  opposing.  His  general  point  is  that  people 
should  think  for  themselves,  and  they  can  do  this  with  help  from 
altemative  media  which  provide  other  pictures  ol  the  worid.  • 


Basic  Instinct:  Basic  Bullshit 


by  Toshlya  Kuwabara 


The  theatre  gradually  filled  as  the  lights  were  finally  dimmed. 
Crowded  in  this  room  were  people  who  actually  paid  to  see  this 
film.  As  the  advertisements  rolled  by  and  the  movie  began,  a  hush 
followed. 

I  finally  broke  down  one  day  last  spring  and  saw  the  film, 
Basic  Instinct.  Although  it  wasn't  what  I  usually  watched,  since  'A 
happened  to  be  about  queers  (homosexuals  and  bisexuals),  and 
being  a  queer  myself  I  thought,  why  not? 

It  turned  out  that  the  only  redeeming  feature  about  this  film 
was  Sharon  Stone's  performance.  She  played  her  character 
(Catherine  Tramell)  as  if  there  were  no  limit  to  her  capacity  to  play 
the  femme  fatale.  As  cold  and  steely  as  an  ice  pick  to  as  warm  and 
passionate  as  a  volcano.  She  did  Catherine  in  a  way  reminiscent 
of  Glenda  Jackson  in  Russell's  Women  in  Love. 

However,  no  matter  how  good  her  acting  or  the  shots  of  Doug- 
las/Stone's incredible  backside  may  have  been,  it  couldn't  save 
the  film  from  going  under  For  one  thing,  it  wasn't  as  much  an 
homage  to  Hitchcock  as  much  as  a  ripoff  from  three  of  his  films. 

1 .  The  homicidal  ice  pick  sequences,  especially  the  one  in 
which  Nick  Curran's  partner  got  killed,  were  a  clear  take  from  the 
shower  scene  in  Psycho.  It  was  the  disgusting  explicitness  of 
those  sequences  in  Basic  instinct  that  tended  to  ruin  it,  totally  un- 
like the  shower  scene  which  had  a  memorable  and  lasting  impact 
on  the  viewer's  mind. 

2.  Similarly,  the  cinematography  Verhoeven  played  around 
with  during  scenes  from  inside  Curran's  apartment  on  the  stair- 
case, were  like  failed  experiments  with  the  bell  tower  sequences 
in  Vertigo.  Nothing  could  have  been  more  pathetic  or  obvious, 
except  for  the  recycled  sound  of  Bernard  Herrman  on  the  sound- 
track at  times. 

3.  Finally,  the  car  chase  sequences  on  the  cliff  were  like 
something  out  of  Suspicion.  Well  at  least  Hitchcock  could  gener- 
ate tension  between  the  two  characters  (Grant  and  Fontaine)  in 
the  car  The  viewer  was  always  left  hanging  on  the  edge,  always 
wondering  what  would  happen  or  fearing  what  could.  With 
Basic  Instinct,  Verhoeven  treaded  on  thin  ice  by  relying  on  some 
tricky  camera  work  -  forget  about  the  acting.  Hell,  one  never 
actually  got  to  see  Stone  driving  in  her  car:  it  was  always  the  sun- 
glassed  Douglas  with  his  hair  slicked  back.  Did  Verhoeven  have 
something  for  Douglas  I  wonder? 

Well,  aside  from  the  fad  of  that  small  hint  of  homoeroticism, 
Basic  instinct  was  the  kind  of  film  that  had  queer  characters  in  it 


but  was  made  for  straights.  Call  it  homophobia,  call  it  sexism,  call  it 
what  you  will,  but  Verhoeven  distorted  the  bisexuality  of  Stone's 
character  by  emphasizing  the  supposed  duality  of  bisexuals.  For 
instance,  he  portrayed  her  'lesbian  side"  in  a  stereotypical  man- 
ner appealing  and  repuls'ive  to  heteros,  while  her  straight  side, 
though  homicidal,  was  more  easily  accessible  to  a  straight  audi- 
ence. 

This  same  distortion  was  present  in  his  portrayal  of  Tripple- 
horn's  character  (Beth  Garner)  as  another  bisexual  whose  "les- 
bian side"  was  anything  but  normal:  she  was  secretly  obsessed 
with  Trammel  having  once  slept  with  her  in  college.  Before  discov- 
ering this,  the  audience  could  feel  nothing  but  sympathy  for  her  in 
her  heterosexual  relationship  to  Curran,  but  then  her  uncovered 
bisexualfty  undermined  this.  She  finally  ended  up  in  a  bodybag. 

Throughout  the  film  it  steadily  became  apparent  that  Verhoe- 
ven didn't  want  to  deal  with  the  characters'  lesbian  relalionships 
in  depth  or  to  even  make  them  understandable,  like  Oliver  Stone's 
shallow  portrayal  of  women  in  his  last  few  films.  Verhoeven  was 
only  willing  to  cover  the  surface  of  these  lesbian  relationships  in  a 
manner  appealing  to  a  straight  audience,  i.e.,  in  a  stereotypical^ 
sexual  way  For  example,  Tramell's  lover  Roxy  (Leilani  Sarelle), 
as  a  character  was  never  fully  fleshed  out.  She  remained  a  half- 
painted  mystery,  All  we  really  got  to  know  about  her  was  that  she 
was  a  jealous  neurotic  bitch,  who  ended  up  in  a  bodybag,  too. 

Yet  even  with  the  superficial  portrayal  of  lesbian  relationships, 
there  was  not  a  single  queer  sex  scene  in  the  whole  film.  We 
were  basically  limited  to  Curran's  marathon  of  fucking  with  Garner 
and  Tramell.  Maybe  if  Verhoeven  had  seen  Donna  De'teh's  Des- 
ert Hearts,  this  film  wouldn't  have  been  such  a  tacky  failure.maybe. 

Actually,  the  truly  tacky  thing  about  this  film  was  the  script.  It 
was  just  so  terrible  at  times  to  be  unbelievable.  I  mean,  it  was 
enough  to  make  you  laugh,  if  the  film  hadn't  been  so  badly  direct- 
ed. As  for  how  Eszterhas  managed  to  gel  $3  million  for  crap  like 
this  is  beyond  me.  Apparently  he's  writing  a  sequel.  He  can  call 
it:  Basic  instinct  ii  -  Heteros  in  Heat. 

While  it  might  be  difficult  tor  me  to  reduce  Basic  Instinct  to  pure 
misogyny  the  heterosexism  was  fairly  blatant  in  connection  with 
the  stereotypes  of  lesbians  and  bisexuals.  The  only  reasons  I  can 
see  for  watching/renting  a  tacky  film  like  this  are  if  you  want  to  get 
a  good  look  at  Douglas's  glorious  bacHsiOe  or  to  vjEftcti  SXone's 
'  performance.  Other  than  thai,  I  regret  hav-ing  spent  the  $4  on  ttiis 
so-called  film.  • 


Another  Fresh  Corpse  At  The  Festival 


by  Franz  Kaka 

Last  year  I  decided  against  any  systematic  way  of  choosing 
wtiich  movies  i  wanted  to  see  at  the  Fesf  vai  ot  Festivals.  Generally, 
the  information  alwut  the  movies  Is  scarce  and  unreliable.  I  figured 
that  an  artitrary  selection  of  a  line  to  stand  in  would  be  just  as  good 
as  spending  hours  with  a  highlighter  reading  the  revues  and  the 
festival  guide.  I  avoided  a  lot  of  frustration  and  disappointment  by 
allowing  Lady  Luck  to  guide  me  (usually  in  the  form  ot  friends  who 
knew  what  they  wanted  to  see).  That  is  how  I  ended  up  seeing 
Fattier,  Santa  Claus  Has  Died .  It  was  an  OK  movie. 

Before  the  film  was  shown,  the  director,  Eugeny  Yufit,  got  up 
and  introduced  it  Without  a  hint  of  humour,  or  any  attempt  at 
rapport  with  the  audience,  he  delivered  a  short  and  well  memorized 
statement  which  was  valiantly  translated  from  the  Russian  by  a 
competent  interpreter.  Mr.  Yufit  said  that  the  movie  was  repres- 
entative of  'necro-reaiistic'  cinema,  a  movement  which  started  in 
the  mid  '80's  in  the  former  Leningrad,  and  which  draws  influences 
from  German  expressionism  and  French  sunealism  and  a  few  mod- 
em cinema  movements  which  he  failed  to  kfentify. 

The  movie,  shot  in  black  and  white,  starts  in  a  cluttered  under- 
ground tunnel.  A  man  with  a  briefcase  walks  hurriedly.  At  one  point 
he  stumbles  and  tails  so  that  his  head  ends  up  in  a  wire  noose.  A  boy 
and  an  old  one-legged  man  appear  from  somewhere  and  proceed  to 
disrobe  the  fresh  corpse  and  take  possession  of  his  belongings.  The 
body  is  disposed  of  and  the  trap  is  set  up  again  for  (he  next  victim. 
So  it  goes.  The  rest  of  the  movie  is  about  a  writer  visiting  Ks 
cousin  in  the  countryside. 

Like  many  other  Russian  films,  (see  Tarkovsky's  Stalker ),  this 
one  was  full  of  prolonged  and  meaningful  (NOT?)  silences  which 
were  beautiful,  but  whKh  were  at  the  same  time  painful  for  the 
audience.  The  behaviour  of  the  characters,  despite  the  strange- 
ness, possessed  a  kind  of  humanity  that  one  could  relate  to.  Ar- 
ranged as  a  series  of  almost  still  shots,  the  movie  was  very  pleasing 
from  an  aesthetic  point  of  view.  The  events,  bizarre  and  strange  as 
they  were,  appeared  to  have  some  meaning,  which  was  for  some 
unfortunate  reason  denied  to  the  audience.  It  became  obvious ,  how- 
ever, that  a  few  things  were  particularly  significant:  moles,  which 
not  only  cause  a  lot  of  damage  to  agriculture,  but  can  also  be  killed  in 
ten  seconds  giventhe  tight  chemical  mix;  bandages,  which  can  be 
conveniently  used  to  wrap  up  people  who  don't  seem  to  have  any 
need  to  be  wrapped  up;  stakes  which  canbe,butshouldnotbe, 
thrown  in  the  river,  etc. 

I  desperately  hoped  that  by  the  end  ot  the  film  things  would 
come  together  and  an  explanation  would  be  forthcoming.  That  would 
have  been  extremely  gratifying.  I  could  almost  imagine  the  pleasure 


of  finding  out  the  details  of  the  movie  based  on  the  ending  and  dis- 
cussing it  with  my  friends  in  some  cafe,  while  posing  as  big  under- 
slanders  of  contemporary  cinema.  Alas,  it  was  too  much  to  ask. 

I  might  add  that  for  non-Russian  speakers,  a  few  grains  of 
meaning  in  the  film  were  probably  lost  in  translation.  The  subtitles 
were  very  creatively  necro-realistic,  with  grammar  bieng  one  of  the 
first  things  to  necrose.  For  example,  the  title  on  the  screen  was 
translated  literally  as  "Father  Frost  Is  Dead,  Dad",  and  at  one 
point,  the  old  man  gives  his  grandson  a  toy  and  says,  "Here,  have  a 
fun". 

According  to  the  Festival  program,  the  movie  was  based  on  the 
short  story  "The  Vampire's  Family",  by  Tolstoy.  I  decided  to  look  it 
up,  as  it  was  my  last  hope  to  shed  some  light  on  things.  Should  one 
tnist  the  Festival  Guide?  Well,  a  bit...  After  signing  out  a  few 
short  story  collections  by  Leo  Tolstoy  and  not  finding  what  I  was 
looking  tor,  I  resigned  myself  to  reading  the  index  ot  the  complete 
collected  works,  the  Russian  editon.  Leo  Tolstoy  worte  a  lot:  over 
seventy  volumes  occupying  two  shelves  in  Robarts  library.  Since  I 
didnl  have  the  exact  title,  I  read  the  whole  Index  from  A  to  Z  in  hope 
ot  finding  anything  with  vampires  in  it.  It  is  Interesting  to  note  that 
Russians  have  five  or  six  varieties  of  vampires,  each  species  with  a 
different  name.  Anyhow,  I  failed. 

In  the  end,  I  found  The  Family  of  Vourdalak",  written  by  a 
Tolstoy  who  wasn't  Leo,  but  rather  A.K.  The  diffemce  being  mini- 
mal, since  both  were  counts.  II  is  a  cool  story  -  the  tale  of  a  French 
nobleman  who,  on  his  way  to  Moldavia,  stops  over  at  this  family's 
home  in  a  Serbian  village.  He  is  told  that  ten  days  earlier,  the  father 
ot  the  family  had  gone  to  the  mountains  to  hunt  for  some  Tuif<ish 
bandit.  Before  departing,  the  father  instructed  his  family  to 
assume  him  dead  if  he  didnt  return  in  ten  days.  In  the  event,  God 
forbid,  that  he  return  later,  he  ordered  a  slake  to  be  driven'lhrough 
his  heart,  because  he  will  have  fumed  Into  a  vourdalak.  (Don't  you 
just  love  that  name?  Vuhr-dah-LAHK  -  Try  rolling  the  "r"  it  you 
can).  Well,  he  comes  back  a  few  minutes  alter  eight  in  the  evening, 
ie.,  just  after  the  ten  days  have  gone  by,  and  the  family  decides  that 
it  is  still  OK.  A  BIG  MISTAKE,  as  you  can  imagine. 

As  tar  as  I  could  tell,  the  imagery  of  the  stake  was  the  only 
clearly  common  thing  between  the  story  and  the  movie.  Be  grateful 
for  what  you  get,  I  thought  And  so  yet  again,  one  must  resign  one- 
self to  the  fact  that  another  interesting  piece  of  cinema  is  beyond 
the  grasp  of  reason.  However,  it  anyone  is  willing  to  travel  to  Russia 
and  extract  an  explanation  from  the  director  (by  means  of  torture, 
if  necessary),  give  me  a  call.  I  just  might  decide  that  the  movie  is 
worth  it  and  come  along.' 
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Bram  Stoker's  Dracula:  Worth  Seeing 

by  Judy  Josef owicz 


9  MILLENNIUM  FALCON/COCKPfT 


Okay,  so  I  finally  came  out  of  hiding  and  went  to  see  a  movie.  And 
let  me  tell  you.  tfiis  was  an  event!  I  didn't  go  to  see  just  ANY  movie. 
1  braved  ttie  cdd  and  the  lines  to  see  Dracula  on  its  opening  night. 
It  was  almost  worth  it.  The  movie  was  very  well  made,  a  pleasure  to 
look  at,  and  Keanu  Reeves  is  iust  so  cute  thai  his  terrible  acting  was 
pretty  much  atoned  for.  The  rest  of  the  casting  was  excellent, 
including  Winona  Ryder  (I  was  pleasantly  surprised  by  how  well  she 
acted),  and  especially  Tom  Waits  as  Dracula's  insane  sen/ant. 

The  costumes  were  wonderful,  although  at  the  expense  of  the 
sets.  I  saw  a  clip  of  Francis  Ford  Coppola  saying  that  if  he  had  a 
dollar,  he'd  give  seventy-five  cents  to  the  costumes,  and  twenty- 
five  to  the  sets,  and  I  think  that  is  probably  what  he  did.  The  movie 
had  its  blood  scenes,  but  it  wasnl  gratuitously  gory,  much  to  the 
chagrin  of  some  ol  my  companions,  who  claimed  (I'm  paraphrasing): 
"It  was  ok,  but  the  best  part  was  when  he  cut  oft  their  heads!  Yeah! 
Yeah!".  (NO,  NO,  you  idiots!  It's  a  LOVE  story!).  And  what  a  love 
story.  The  sensuality  of  some  of  the  scenes  left  my  mouth  agape. 
And  because  it  was  so  much  of  a  love  story,  Dracula  was  the  hero, 
and  not  the  villain.  I  was  sad  to  see  him  killed 

Anyway,  enough  rambling.  Tlie  movie  wasnl  wondeilul,  but 
worth  seeing,  so  it  you  haven't  already,  go  see  it!  • 


and  Indulgence  on  the  Seine 


Forgiveness 

by  Ken  Eakin 

Certainly  one  of  the  most  powerful  films  of  last  year's  Festival 
of  Festivals,  L6os  Carax's  Les  Amants  du  Ponl-Neul  shapes  the 
romantic  clich6  of  two  dispossessed  lovers  Into  narrative  perfec- 
tion. His  film  Is  a  high-budget  production  that  forces  one's  suspen- 
sion of  disbelief  to  the  point  of  ultimate  forgiveness  of  its  senti- 
mental excesses. 

Not  that  one  forgives  the  blinking  oppressiveness  of  the  "Sam- 
aritaine"  building,  forming  a  backdrop  of  bourgeois  Paris  to  the 
derelict  love  on  the  decaying  bridge.  The  film  spans  the  Seine,  how- 
ever, with  a  brutal  transcendence.  What  one  does  forgive  is  its 
implausibilify.  One  wants  to  indulge  the  film  a  little  (and  one  only 
needs  to  a  little)  lest  one  not  be  totally  absorbed  by  its  searing 
story. 

;.es/4ma/7(s  shifts  from  an  abject  realism  in  its  portrayal  of  the 
down  and  out  side  of  Paris  to  an  artistic  flourish  and  pure  fantasy. 
From  sleeping  on  cold  stone  benches,  to  water  skiing  the  Seine  un- 
der the  firewori(s  of  the  Revolution  bicentennial,  the  indulgences  are 
seamlessly  congruent  with  the  romance  that  carries  the  two  beyond 
their  own  dismal  reality. 

The  characters,  Michele  (Juliette  Binoche)  and  Alex  (Denis  La- 
vant),  are  right  out  of  a  blues  song.  She's  blind  in  one  eye,  he's  got  a 
lame  foot.  His  love  moves  him  to  ignite  a  M§tro  walkway,  drug  caf^ 


patrons,  swim  icy  waters,  and  spit  gasoline  fireballs.  The  sheer 
violence  of  his  lifestyle  is  easily  transposed  into  a  passion.  But  the 
story  evades  a  straightforward  misfit  love  to  insist  on  the  self- 
destructive  lifestyle  ol  the  lovers.  Always  rooted  in  the  present, 
the  narration  reliects  the  immediate  gratifications  and  depriva- 
tions that  are  all  they  seem  to\«\cwi. 

There  is  such  a  frightening  fatalism  to  their  inescapable  predic- 
ament that  the  viewer  is  left  in  limbo  throughout.  There  is  a  build- 
ing terror  of  just  when  and  how  Alex  is  going  to  be  annihilated.  Bet- 
ween the  narcotizing  drugs,  Ihe  police  brutality,  social  marginaliza- 
tion,  and  the  possible  redemption  of  their  relationship,  the  tension 
rarely  lets  up, 

LesAmanIs  Is  a  Sidand Nancy  with  none  of  the  mythic  trendi- 
ness  and  twice  the  impact.  Its  sparse  embellishments  of  impres- 
sionist colour  or  expressionist  scale  are  never  overdone  -  if  any- 
thing, they  are  undemsed.  The  raw  force  of  the  actors'  pertortnan- 
ces  and  Carax's  sprinkling  of  metaphors  -  she  sees  in  her  blindness; 
"neuP  signifies  #9  but  also  "new"  -  engender  the  viewers'  symp- 
athy and  forgiveness.  II  is  the  kind  of  movie  whose  soundtrack  can 
equally  include  David  Bowie  and  Shostakovich.  If  Carax  is  guilty  of 
creating  one  of  the  year's  best  love  stories,  one  is  compelled  tow- 
ards a  romantic  forgiveness  indeed.  • 


Sextet  Looks  at  Everything  but  the  City 

by  Ken  Eakin 


Montreal  Sexlel  was  a  collection  of  six  short  films  by  six  dif- 
ferent Canadian  filmmakers  in  honor  of  Ihe  city's  350th  anniversary 
last  year.  Like  all  collective  works,  some  were  good,  some  were  bad, 
and  some  were  ugly.  Together,  they  appeared  as  a  rather  grim  out- 
look on  the  city  and  its  people.  Or  rather,  the  broader  thematic 
concerns  of  the  films  made  their  relevance  to  Montreal  in  specific 
insignificant,  while  foregrounding  other  issues  of  modem  living.  This 
didn1  detract,  however,  from  the  films  themselves,  and  one  came 
away  with  a  good  look  at  contemporary  (mainstream)  Canadian  film- 
making, albeit  without  much  of  a  feel  for  the  city. 

Patricia  Rozema's  film  was  probably  the  worst  ol  the  lot.  Her 
tired  schtick  k  la  Sheila  McCarthjf  look  the  form  of  an  angular  Tor- 
onto housewife  trying  to  swing  with  Montreal  party-goers.  An 
anglo  in  Quebecois  waters  provided  plenty  ol  room  for  her  to  floun- 
der around,  until  a  low-budget  transcendence  allowed  her  to  And 
redemption  beyond  the  domestic  comforts  of  middle-class  Ontario, 

Jacques  Leduc's  film  explored  the  biases  of  history  in  cleverty 
tracing  the  fate  of  an  oil  painting  of  Montreal's  first  mayor,  Jacques 
Viger.  From  its  aristocratic  beginnings  to  its  ignominious  finale,  the 
film  spoke  well  of  the  dust  that  can  gather  over  our  perceptions  of 
Ihe  past.  Casting  an  oil  painting  as  the  main  protagonist  left  the 
plot  a  little  slack,  but  was  satisfying  as  a  parable  of  historiography. 

Michel  Brault's  film  was  a  tightly  orchestrated  examination  ol  a 
lacklustre  marriage's  crisis  point.  Drawing  out  the  simple  parallel 
ol  the  hockey  game  being  analogous  to  conjugal  battles,  Brault 
succeeded  at  condensing  a  complex  emotion  into  a  moment  ol  exact 
balance  and  weight.  By  displacing  the  tensions  that  arose  from 
ignoring  his  wife  onto  the  perennial  elbow  jabs  of  the  Forum's  "Can- 


adiens",  the  husband  learned  that  a  hockey  ticket  can't  buy  you  love. 

Atom  Egoyan's  contribution  was  bizarre  and  funny.  He  used  an 
expressive  symbolism  to  convey  the  alienation  of  a  human  soul  impri- 
soned In  a  wortd  ol  absurdly  reductive  advertising.  Though  the  film 
was  ol  dubious  validity  as  a  study  in  human  psychology,  it  did  impart 
the  familiar  sense  of  emptiness  that  comes  from  unrelenting  strip 
malls  where  everything's  on  sale.  With  a  little  mental  stretch,  the 
film  could  have  been  about  the  lack  of  communication  and  the  dis- 
placement that  renders  the  outsider  indistinct  in  the  "distinct 
society".  The  film  really  had  no  clear  relation  to  Montreal,  but  was 
one  of  the  most  enjoyable  pieces  nonetheless. 

L6a  Pool  created  a  poetic  visual  meditation  on  the  brink  of 
death.  Moving  images  flowed  by  Ihe  supine  victim  riding  in  an  ambu- 
lance, its  roof  apparently  open  to  the  sky.  The  city,  in  its  strange 
perspective,  coupled  with  images  of  intimacy  and  health,  created  a 
dream-like  suggestion  ol  the  horror  and  restfulness  ol  dying. 
Pool's  film  was  one  of  the  most  impressive  ol  the  Sextet .  It  was 
both  beatilully  realized  and  comparatively  novel  in  its  mood. 

Denys  Arcand's  downscale  piece  finished  off  the  sextet  well.  II 
wori<ed  on  an  epiphanic  recollection  of  a  passionate  love  affair. 
Somewhat  pedestrian  in  its  drama,  Ihe  film  was  bouyed  along  by 
Arcand's  humour  and  his  keen  eye  lor  Ihe  important  details  ol  human 
relationships.  The  way  strong  memories  can  falsely  mythologize  a 
place  was  effectively  presented  here,  but  like  the  other  films,  it  had 
little  direct  relevance  to  Arcand's  home  town.  This  film  was  some- 
what disappointing  when  compared  with  Ws  longer  works.  Still,  the 
Sexlel  should  be  seen  by  anyone  with  an  interest  in  current  short 
film,  Canadian  or  otheraiise.  • 


On  the  Road  with  Bruce  and  Don 


by  Steve  Gravestock 

Brace  MacDonald  first  achieved  notoriety  with  Road  (0// ,  a  rode 
and  roll  comedy  about  an  insecure  woman  wtw  uncovers  reservoirs  of 
self-confidence  when  she's  sent  out  to  lraci<  down  a  wayward  sing- 
er. The  movie's  improvisatlonal  feel,  its  scrafly  humour,  and  its  gen- 
uine laci<  of  pretension  made  it  unique  in  Canacf  an  cinema. 

fload  Kill  afforded  a  much-needed  relief  from  some  of  the  art- 
house  confined  'heavy'  (ie.  ponderous)  talents  that  sometimes  tend 
to  dominate  the  Toronto  film  scene.  MacDonald  gained  more  notor- 
iety when,  upon  winning  the  Qty  TV  Prize  lor  the  most  popular 
Canadian  film  at  the  Festival  ot  Festivals,  he  announced  that  he  was 
going  to  spend  the  prize  money  on  hash.  Afterwards,  Road  Kill 
went  on  to  become  one  of  the  lew  Canadian  feature  films  to  mal(e 
money.  Last  year  l^acDonald  was  back,  with  Mghway  6). 

The  film  reunited  the  principal  creative  forces  behind  Road  Kill 
(MacDonald,  actress  Valerie  Buhagiar,  screenwriter/actor  Don 
McKellar).  Like  its  predecessor,  H/ghivayfi)  is  a  road  movie  and  it 
has  the  same  free-wheeling  feel  and  hip  sense  of  humour.  In  addition, 
it  is  vastly  more  accomplished  both  visually  and  in  terms  of  perfor- 
mances Buhagiar  looked  a  little  wooden  the  previous  fime  out  but 
here  she  creates  an  immediate  kinship  with  the  audience.  McKellar 
stood  out  in  fload  Kill  and  he  is  even  better  here. 

Buhagiar  plays  Jackie  Bangs,  an  escapee  from  a  heavy  metal 
road  crew  who  wants  to  smuggle  a  load  of  heroin  down  to  New  Or- 
leans by  concealing  it  in  a  corpse.  McKellar  is  Pokey  Jones,  a  small 
town  barber  who  wants  to  be  a  musician  but  lacks  the  nerve  to  leave 
Pickerel  Falls,  He  worships  American  music,  and  has  been  planning 
to  drive  down  the  music  history  laden  Highway  61  for  years.  Jackie 
convinces  him  to  drive  her  down  to  Louisiana, 

Eric  Piastko  as  Mr.  Skin,  a  self  styled  Satan,  provides  many  ot 
the  film's  high  points.  He  roams  the  highway  from  Sudbury  to  New 
Orteans  buying  up  souls.  The  three  dash  because  the  corpse  Jackie 
stashes  the  drags  in,  had  sold  his  soul  to  Mr.  Skin  lor  concert  fick- 
ets.  Also  present  are  Peter  Breck,  Teresa  Wright,  and  rockers  Art 
Bergmann  and  Jello  Blaira,  each  one  providing  one  or  more  solid 
comk;  moments, 

I  spoke  to  MacDonald  and  McKellar  shortly  before  HigtmaySi 
opened  commercially.  Those  who  appreciated  the  improvisafional 
tone  MacDonald  created  in  Road  Kill  will  probably  be  suprised  by 
his  actual  method  of  procedure.  He's  a  firin  believer  In  Elvis's 
dictum  that  the  finished  product  has  to  sound  fresh  but  that  that 
doesn't  mean  it  should  be  sloppy  The  official  pre-production  was 
a  lew  months  involving  casting,  locations,  etc.  That's  the  key;  the 
more  prepared  you  are,  the  better  it's  gonna  be.  You  can  still  be 
spontaneous,  you  can  still  be  fresh,  in  a  way,  the  script  Is  pre- 
production.  You  could  go  out  and  improvise  the  whole  thing  -  but 
because  you  put  care  and  time  Into  picking  just  the  right  language, 
and  making  just  the  right  transitions  -  well  that  thinking  and  work  Is 
done  tor  you.  So  when  you  get  on  the  set  you  can  concentrate  on 
things  you  find  there:  the  colour  of  a  tree,  that  wino  over  there  in 
file  comer  you  can  wori(  Into  the  scene.  II  you  have  a  good,  good  map, 
then  you've  done  your  homewor1(  and  that  makes  a  big  difference. 

"People  have  this  thing  about  road  movies.  Tbey  think  you  roll  up 
the  spliffs  and  just  head  on  down  the  road  hollering  OOEEEI,  making 
it  up  as  you  go  along.  In  fact,  there's  an  incredible  amount  of  pre- 
producfion,  not  only  with  Miroslaw  [Baszak,  the  cinematographer], 
but  with  Colin  |Bninton,  the  producer]  woridng  out  the  budget.' 


MacDonald  is  pleased  that  his  movies  have  a  funky,  improvised 
feel,  but  he's  also  quite  aware  of  the  economics  of  film-making, 
■With  a  small  budget  you  can't  aflord  to  Improvise  too  much.  You 
have  to  keep  things  moving  all  the  fime.  Miroslaw  and  I  spent  a  lot  of 
time  trying  to  previsualize  scenes,  drawing  our  basic  parameters. 
With  Road  Kill  we  only  had  two  weeks  and  we  could  only  aflord  so 
much  gear,  so  that  exduded  dolly  shots,  camera  movement  But 
there  were  things  we  could  do  like  composifion.  Lef  s  have  an  off- 
balance  composifion  here;  we'd  talk  about  framing;  you  want  to 
concentrate  on  four  or  five  major  scenes  and  get  them  right.  We 
were  always  very  conscious  of  our  restrictions.  TWs  is  a  good  back- 
ground to  come  from  because  you  have  that  in  the  back  of  your  head, 
and  when  you're  extravagant,  you're  extravagant  tor  a  reason." 

McKellar  adds,  "One  of  the  great  things  about  being  a  writer  on 
one  of  Brace's  projects  is  that  you  leam  a  lot  about  what  you  can 
and  can't  do.  They'll  come  in  and  say  can  we  cut  the  crowd  scene  - 
couldn't  it  just  be  one  guy  with  an  ice  cream  cone.  You  leam  you  can't 
shoot  outdoors  lor  pages  and  pages  because  ot  the  cost." 

MacDonald  doesn't  believe  in  the  lone  romantic  arfist  who  is 
completely  responsible  for  every  success  or  every  failure.  He 
attributes  the  improvisatlonal  feel  of  his  movies  (half-jokingly)  to 
McKeilar's  'line  natural  writing"  and  is  very  proud  of  the  relafion- 
ship  he's  established  with  his  production  people.  "One  of  the  reas- 
ons why  we  wort<  so  well  together  is  because  all  of  us  have  creafive 
input  from  the  budget  guy  on.  All  of  the  scenes  effect  each  other. 
Some  young  filmmakers  think  you  get  a  script  and  then  just  shoot  it. 
But,  even  though  they  have  a  great  script,  it's  impossible  to  make, 
to  shoot  things  you  have  to.  You  can't  write  as  if  you  had  five  million 
when  you  only  have  $750,000.  You  have  to  do  it  lor  what  it  costs. 
Money  and  budgets  are  an  important  creative  thing.  You'll  soon 
realize,  when  you're  three  days  behind,  that  you  have  to  either  begin 
taking  out  great  scenes  or  compromising," 

Though  Highway  6 1  is  MacDonalds  second  road  movie,  his  fans 
may  be  surprised  to  leam  that  he  was  never  especially  attracted  to 
the  lorm.  He  views  the  genre  unpretenfi'ously  -  refreshingly  so.  'I 
didn't  grow  up  thinking  that  road  movies  were  this  great  art  fomi 
that  I  absolutely  loved.  Trae  there  were  films  like  Paris  .Texas; 
Two-Lane  Blacklop  ;  Vanishing  Point,  but  to  me  they  were  just 
great  movies.  These  first  two  movies  were  like  wort<-out  films  for 
me,  file  first  two  I've  lonnally  directed.  I  really  like  them.  At  the 
same  fime,  1  try  to  keep  them  in  perspective.  I'm  sfill  learning  how  it 
all  fits  together  in  the  same  way  a  band  goes  out  on  the  road  to  gel 
its  chops  together  before  it  plays  Lee's  Palace  or  whatever.  You 
have  to  leam  your  craft.  Woridng  this  way  really  keeps  you  on  your 
toes  because  you're  out  there  where  you  don't  really  have  any  safety 
net.  It's  a  great  trial  by  fire." 

Sfill  MacDonald  is  a  little  surprised  that  the  genre  isn't  more 
entrenched  in  Canada.  "When  you  look  at  how  huge  this  country  is 
I'm  surprised  that  there  hasn't  been  more  of  a  road  movie  tradition 
here  I  can  only  think  clone  or  two.  It  was  kind  of  ridiculous  with  the 
Genies  road  movie  tribute  where  they  had  to  resort  to  guys  from 
Bethune  riding  bicydes.  (McKellar.  They  really  wanted  to  get 
that  Tom  Cochrane  song  in  there  somehow.") 

For  McKellar,  the  two  movies  they've  done  "are  part  of  a  trad- 
ition. It's  not  especially  Canadian  though  there  is  Gorn'  Down  &ie 
Road .  That  old  metaphor  where  the  road  means  freedom,  escape. 


self-devekjpment,  Tbeseambittons  are  like  the  B 
movies.  The  people  here  pn  Highway  6  ( 1  try  to  gi 
ideas.  The/re  trying  to  find  their  place  or  a  sensi 
particularty  good  form  because  we  were  dealing  v 
this  is  a  bottom  line  American  genre  that  seems  to 
and  again.  It's  also  about  disillusionment  or  burst 
They  all  have  ideas  and  they're  shattered  by  the 
stripped  bare  and  no  longer  the  straight  ahead  ( 
meet.  They  have  to  conlront  their  delusions  about 
That  landscape  that  Pokey  had  been  dreaming  al 
to  be  pretty  depressing,  at  least  a  bit  of  a  let  dov 
Now  Orieans  Is  a  pretty  depressing  city." 

The  pair's  encounter  with  America  wasn't  as  ( 
though  McKellar  was  a  little  shocked  by  American 
guns.  Their  trip  was  packed  with  haroviing  comi 
that  might  have  fit  comfortably  into  the  movie.  E 
tently  wandering  into  a  highly  dangerous  New  Orii 
project  which  the  cops  daimed  contained  more  gi 
enfire  police  force,  they  also  got  involved  in  a  gun 
recalls,  "Miroslaw  Baszak  witnessed  his  first  Am 
on  the  streets  ot  New  Orieans.  it  happened  at  a : 
Street,  literally  only  forty  feet  away.  People  wen 
boxes,  but  as  good  Canadians  we  were  waifing  fi 
change.  Miroslaw  was  hunched  down  in  the  front : 
'Bruce,  has  the  light  fumed  green  yet?' 

.  The  eeriest  experience  for  MacDonald  was  go 
the  first  time  in  order  to  research  the  film.  "Abe 
morning,  I  got  off  the  train  -  it  was  called  the  Cit 
the  one  in  the  Ario  Guthrie  tune.  I  was  in  Memphis 
only  had  enough  money  for  the  train.  (I  was  supp 
friend,  Tav  Faico,  who's  in  the  movie.)  i  was  wandi 
Memphis,  a  very  small  place,  and  all  I  could  think  V 
like  a  Jim  Jarmusch  movie.  It  had  that  decayed  0 
went  around  the  comer  and  there  was  Joe  Strami 
and  Coke.  Across  the  street  was  Jim  Jarmusch  £ 
white  hair,  Robby  Muller  (Fassblnder's  cinematoi 
were  there  shooflng  Mystery  Train  in  a  broken  d< 

MacDonald  is  probably  as  big  a  fan  of  America 
(One  of  Vie  film's  funniest  scenes  features  an  aw 
wandering  around  Bob  Dylan's  completely  mundan 
scene  MacDonald  shot  because  he  wanted  to  see  t 
However,  he  firmly  believes  that  the  only  way  for  ( 
succeed  Is  by  creafing  their  own  mythology  .snili 
own  reality.  "We  don't  have  that  American  machir 
tradition  of  80  years.  We're  never  gonna  compel 
their  level.  If  you  want  to  make  American  movies 
to  do  it  is  in  America.  Don't  do  it  here.  It's  stupk 

"We  have  to  come  up  with  things  that  are  unl 
stories),  which  somehow  set  us  apart  from  the  re 
production.  This  is  what  people  are  responding  tc 
America,  and  in  Canada.  Why  not  inifiate  somelh 
follow  the  same  old  road.  When  you  pretend  that 
place  else  you  end  up  with  bland  faceless  places,  ii 
far.  You  make  it  Toronto  or  Sault  St.  Marie  and 
it,  not  detract.  Look  at  the  way  music  mythologizt 
Grand  Funk  sang  about  Little  Rock.  Tbat  place  fa 
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The  scissors  are  coming 
Better  run 

When  they  come  they  cut 
They  destroy  our  innocen 
We  have  no  way  to  slop  I 
They  don't  know  it  but  th 
We  have  no  defense 
Except  the  drawer  we  are 
But  that  isn't  much  help 
We  have  never  been  care 
We  used  to  be  big  strong 


imbitions  are  like  the  Bible  In  those 
1  Highway  61 )  try  to  get  back  to  those 
i  their  place  or  a  sense  ot  home.  It's  a 
luse  we  were  dealing  with  Anterica;  and 
an  genre  that  seems  to  come  up  again 
jisillusionment  or  bursting  your  bubble, 
ey're  shattered  by  the  trip;  they're  all 
3r  the  straight  ahead  people  we  first 
It  their  delusions  about  America  head  on. 
had  been  dreaming  all  his  life  turns  out 
least  a  bit  of  a  let  down.  Which  it  is; 
ipressing  city." 

ith  America  wasn't  as  disillusioning, 
I  shocked  by  Americans'  obsession  with 
id  with  harrowing  comic  misadventures 
ably  into  the  movie.  Besides  inadver- 
ly  dangerous  New  Orleans  housing 
ned  contained  more  guns  than  the  city's 
3  got  involved  in  a  gun  battle.  MacDonald 
witnessed  his  first  American  gun  battle 
ins.  It  happened  at  a  stop  light  on  Canal 
let  away.  People  were  diving  under  mail 
ans  we  were  waiting  lor  the  light  to 
:hed  down  in  the  front  seat,  and  asked 
J  green  yet?' 

for  MacDonald  was  going  to  New  Orleans 
search  the  film.  "About  6:00  in  the 
-  it  was  called  the  City  of  New  Orleans, 
une.  I  was  in  Memphis  by  myself,  and  I 
the  train.  (I  was  supposed  to  stay  with  a 
he  movie.)  I  was  wandering  around  in 
3,  and  all  I  couid  think  was  hew  much  It  felt 
IthadthatdecayedDownSyLawfeel.  I 
I  there  was  Joe  Stmmmer  with  a  Bum 
it  was  Jim  Jarmusch  and  a  tall  guy  with 
assbinder's  cinematographer).  They 
ry  Trait)  in  a  broken  down  hotel." 
as  big  a  fan  of  American  music  as  Pokey, 
icenes  features  an  awe-stnick  Pokey, 
Vs  completely  mundane  childhood  home,  a 
lUse  he  wanted  to  see  the  house  too.) 
that  the  only  way  for  Canadian  movies  to 
own  mythology  amteiipressing  their . 
that  American  machine;  they  have  a 
I  never  gonna  compete  with  America  on 
ake  American  movies  than  the  best  place 
t  do  it  here.  It's  stupid." 
(ith  things  that  are  unique  (characters, 
!t  us  apart  from  the  regular  Hollywood 
opie  are  responding  to  overseas,  in 
(hy  not  iniSale  something  new  rather  than 
/hen  you  pretend  that  Canada  is  some- 
land  faceless  places,  in  my  experience  so 
r  Sault  St.  Marie  and  that's  gonna  add  to 
lay  music  mythologizes  a  place  like  when 
le  Rook.  That  place  takes  on  a  mythical 


grandeur  because  If  s  in  a  song.  But  Little  Rock  Isn't  much  differ- 
ent from  Kapuskaslng.'  McKellar  adds,  'We've  already  had  a  time 
when  people  tried  to  duplicate  American  movies  -  the  tax  shelter 
years.  And  that  was  a  disaster." 

A  long-time  booster  of  homegrown  talent,  MacDonald  Intly  be- 
lieves that  this  country  has  the  potential  to  launch  the  next  big  film 
movement.  "I'm  notjust  saying  that.  I've  been  In  enough  places - 
Vancouver,  Edmonton,  etc.  -  to  knew  what's  going  on.  And  if  s  not 
only  the  visible  people;  there  are  a  whole  bunch  of  others  coming  up 
the  pike.  People  who  are  in  blitzkreig  mode,  just  trying  to  get  the 
word  out.  Then  there'll  be  others  thinking  that  if  MacDonald  can  do 
it,  I  can  do  it.  Relaying  that  kind  of  inspiration  is  great.  If  s  not  har- 
der to  make  a  film  here  than  it  is  in  any  other  country.  You  just  do  it." 

McKellar  agrees  and  cites  as  proof  the  response  MghwaySJ 
received  at  intemational  film  festivals.  (It  won  an  award  in  Spain.) 
"Everyone  in  the  world  is  envious  of  Canada,  which  is  doing  quite 
well  In  terms  of  film  production.  Britain  and  Spain  made  fewer 
features.  Everyone  internationally  feels  there's  a  real  scene  here, 
and  know  more  about  it  than  most  people  in  Canada." 

MacDonald  adds.  The  perception  in  Gemiany  or  Japan  is  that 
the  situation  here  is  very  similar  to  the  German  New  Wave  or  Aust- 
ralian cinema.  There's  great  govemmont  support,  and  also  a  comm- 
unity of  people,  a  diverse  range  doing  different  things:  Egoyan, 
Arcand,  Roxema,  Elder,  Snow.  The  German  NewWave  didn't  just 
happen  because  they  were  talented  dudes.  It  happened  because 
there  was  a  national  effort  -  by  filmmakers,  by  public  television  -  to 
support  these  people." 

One  of  the  principal  sources  of  support  can  be  the  press.  In  the 
past,  MacDonald  has  been  highly  critical  of  the  media's  lack  of  inter- 
est in  Canadian  film.  However,  he  thinks  that  the  situation  has 
gotten  better.  "If  s  improved  a  lot.  When  I  said  that  Family  View- 
ing [Atom  Egoyan's  second  feature]  was  just  emerging  and  getting 
attention.  But  the  scene  was  going  on  for  years  before  that.  We 
tried  everything  to  shake  them  out  of  their  complacency.  But  it  took 
Wim  Wenders  handing  over  his  prize  to  Egoyan,  at  the  Montreal  film 
festival,  lor  it  to  became  cool,  legitimate.  Before  that  Atom 
couldn't  get  the  time  of  day  from  some  of  the  bigger  media  mach- 
ines. It  took  someone  from  outside  the  country  to  teach  us  a  lesson. 
And  this  wasn't  restricted  to  the  independent  scene;  it  extended  to 
the  whole  Canadian  scene  in  general.  The  press  would  have  rather 
published  a  story  about  John  Ritter  than  a  great  Canadian  actor 
because  Ritter  had  TVQ,  because  people  recognized  him.  But 
things  have  changed  a  lot  from  four  or  five  years  ago.  Since  then 
people  like  Atom  have  gone  on  to  really  prove  themselves,  making  a 
distinct  name  for  themselves  and  Canadian  films." 

McKellar  comments,  There's  still  a  bit  of  resistance,  but  the 
press  is  definitely  much  more  into  it." 

Right  now,for  MacDonald,  the  biggest  problem  is  distribution 
and  theatre  space,  though  he's  pleased  with  the  support  Higlmay 
61  has  received.  The  screens  are  98%  owned  by  American  prod- 
uct. A  lot  of  other  countries  have  regulations  in  terrs  of  their 
products'  screen  time.  We're  one  of  the  few  where  there  isn't  some 
sort  of  quota.  We  still  have  a  long  way  to  go.  I'm  happy  with  what's 
happened  with  the  new  film  though.  We've  had  support  from  the 
distributors,  the  press,  the  people  we've  shown  it  to,  and  Telefilm 
andtheOFDC.  Ifs  been  amazing."  • 
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Three  Poems  by  Carlos  Mendes  (Age  1 0) 


per 


cissors  are  coming 
r  run 

they  come  they  cut  us  up 

destroy  our  innocent  little  lives 

sve  no  way  to  stop  them 

don't  know  it  but  they  are  brutal 

ive  no  defense 

)t  the  drawer  we  are  put  In 

lat  Isn't  much  help 

jve  never  been  cared  for 

>ed  to  be  big  strong  trees  but  now  we  are  weak  I'Me  paper 


The  AyatoUah  Khomeini 
Gets  Toilet  Trained 


According  to  legend  people  fart. 
Which  everybody  knows  by  now. 
But  that  is  sacred. 

Which  automalicaiiy  brings  a  toilet  to  mind. 
Which  is  also  sacred. 

That  brings  a  lot  of  uprisings  in  the  middle-east. 

But  the  ambassador  from  Turkey  is  furious. 

But  now  there  are  peace  talks. 

Whfch  makes  many  people  happy. 

But  now  the  uprising  has  slopped  and  people  don't  fart. 


The  Walker 


He  walks  into  the  night  every  evening 

Nobody  ever  sees  him  til  morn 

He  walks  on  the  roads  of  Iowa. 

Nobody  reaiiy  knows  him 

Nobody  ever  sees  him  approach  a  dwelling 

The  only  thing  that  ever  gels  close  to  him  are  animals 

The  old  folk  say  he's  been  around  for  a  long  time 

He  prowls  the  roads 

Some  people  say  he  is  friendly  and 

Some  people  say  he  is  not 

But  the  only  person  who  could  answer  is  The  Walker. 


Monika  Treut's  Paternity  Suite^y  Jim  Des  Roches 


■1.  Circle  one:  MALE 

2.  What  year  are  you  in:  1  2  3  4  lost  count 

3.  Name  your  favorite  band:   

4.  Name  your  favorite  movie:  

5.  Name  your  favorite  book:  


Mole  and  1  arrived  early  to  the  Cartton,  and  they  let  us  in.  We  went 
over  to  the  bowling  alley  the  ushers  coyly  refer  to  as  Cinema  Two  and 
sat  down  for  a  snealt  preview  screening  of  My  Father  is  Coming  . 
Monika  Treut's  latest  film.  Usually  it  is  advisable  to  ignore  the  other 
people  in  the  theatre,  and  we  would  have,  but  they  were  walking  around 
looking  under  the  seats,  talking  about  pens.  One  woman  of  the 
mothballed  persuasion  was  particularly  agitated. 

"Lost  somettiing?"  I  said,  always  the  boy  scout.  "Maybe  I  can  help 
you  find  it." 

A  troll-like  man  in  jeans  and  a  checkered  shin  turned  to  me  and 
said,  "No.  everything's  tine.  We're  looking  for  the  prizes,  They're  under 
the  seats."  That  settled,  we  settled  ourselves  down  and  made  sure 
there  wasn't  anything  attached  to  our  seats  that  wasn't  supposed  to  be. 
Then  a  man  In  front  turned  around  and  handed  me  something. 

"Here,  I've  got  doubles,"  I  thanked  him  nicely  and  looked  at  it.  It 
was  a  pen,  A  bright  green  flourescent  pen,  the  kind  that  plumbers  give 
away.  This  one  read.  "MY  FATHER  IS  COMING.  A  POLYSEXUAL 
COMEDY.  BY  MONIKA  TREUT."  We  debated  the  point  for  a  moment 
or  two,  then  decided  that  I  would  get  to  keep  it,  since  I  had  it  first. 

The  married  couple  behind  us  was  talking  about  love  games,  lin- 
gerie, and  the  sociopolitical  aspects  of  recent  soft  core  pom  movies. 
When  tfiey  seemed  particularly  engaged,  I  took  off  my  coat  to  sneak  a 
look  at  them.  They  were  shrivelled  and  wrinkly,  like  apple  dolls. 

Mole  leaned  back  and  whispered.  "I've  never  been  to  a  sneak  pre- 
view before.  Are  the  people  at  them  always  this  whiny  and  preten- 
tious?" He  meant  the  apples. 

'Absolutely.  Previews  make  people  feel  very  special.  It  depends 
who  they  give  the  passes  to.  though." 

Time  passed.  Slowly.  The  troll  accosted  the  guy  who'd  given  me 
the  pen.  "Excuse  me.  Can  1  see  yours  for  a  minute?  Do  you  want  to 
trade?  Your  pink  for  my  green.  How  about  it?"  The  guy  hesitated,  said 
yes,  and  they  traded.  It  was  my  turn  to  whisper.  "That  guy  just  made  a 
bad  trade.  There  aren't  many  pink  ones.  1  bet  each  of  these  pens  enti- 
tles you  to  something  else.  Maybe  I'll  win  a  My  Father  is  Coming 
movie  poster." 

"Maybe  you'll  win  a  blow  job." 

"Maybe,  Then  1  wonder  what  you  win  if  you  have  the  pink  one?" 
We  tumed  around  and  looked  at  the  troll  as  he  fondled  his  prize.  Then 
we  looked  at  each  other, 

"I  don't  even  want  to  think  about  it."  Mole  said. 

"Me  neither." 

The  publicist  and  a  transsexual  were  walking  to  ttie  front  of  the  the- 
atre with  promo  stuff  in  their  hands.  No  posters.  Just  T-shirls.  The 
publicist  talked  for  a  moment  then  told  us  about  the  big  surprise.  There 
were  pens  strapped  to  our  seats.  But  there  weren't  any  more.  Sur- 
prise. The  troll  won  a  T-shirt,  anyone  with  a  green  pen  won  the  green 
pen.  The  publicist  left  and  the  transsexual  sat  down.  The  movie  began, 
and  it  was  time  to  get  to  work.  The  review,  once  it  was  done,  looked 
something  like  this: 

The  moon  was  full  and  there  we  were,  in  a  dark  movie  theatre  wait- 
ing for  Monika  Treut's  My  Father  is  Coming  to  begin.  Wondering  what 
a  sex  diva  was.  Wondering  what  a  polysexual  comedy  was. 

And  getting  excited.  After  all,  (i^onika  Treut  has  made  some  other 
features,  one  about  sadomasochism  called  Seduction:  A  Cnjel  Woman 
.  and  one  called  The  Virgin  Machine .  Use  your  inTagination.  My  Father 
is  Coning  is  at  least  as  catchy. 


THE  OFFICAL  HERALD  POLL 

FEMALE 


6.  Name  your  favorite  Politician: 


7.  (a)  ff  you  ore  male:  Do  you  like  wearing  condoms  during  sex? 

(b)  if  you  are  a  female:  Do  you  like  using  condoms  vtrfille  having  sex? 

YES  NO 

explain: 

8.  Name  your  favorite  cuslne:  


9.  Name  your  favorite  radio  station: 


10.  Are  you  In  favor  of  legalizing  (recreational)  drugs:  

11.  Are  you  single:   

12.  If  you  v/ere  American  who  would  you  have  voted  for: 

13.  Why  do  you  read  this  paper; 


When  completed  please  drop  off  In  either  the  Innls  Herald  office  (room 
305,  third  floor  above  cat.  or  in  the  Innls  Herald  mailbox.  In  main  office.) 
by  John  Slonim 


Annie  Sprinkle  is  the  best  known  performer  in  the  film,  a  self  ap- 
pointed New  Age  goddess.  She  is  apparently  a  "noted  champion  of 
sexual  freedom  in  all  fonns."  This  means  she  puts  her  breasts  on  peo- 
ple's ears  for  fun  and  profit.  She  seems  to  work  in  all  forms  of  expres- 
sion too.  Since  leaving  the  glitter  and  grease  of  the  pom  worid  behind 
she  has  written  articles,  taught,  become  a  performance  artist,  and  be- 
come involved  in  music.  She  is  a  featured  performer  on  the  Hafler 
Trios'  "Mastubatorium",  a  very  cool  CD. 

We  thought  anything  could  happen  with  these  two  talented  women 
together.  And  surprise!  Technically  speaking,  the  film  is  junk.  The  sto- 
ryline is  flimsy  and  wanders  all  over  the  place.  Most  of  the  bit  players 
couldn't  act  their  way  through  a  phone  sex  commercial.  When  Annie 
Sprinkle  does  show  up,  she  isn't  very  thrilling,  or  even  a  very  good  ac- 
tress. You  can  take  the  actor  out  of  pom,  but  you  can't  take  the  pom 
out  of  the  actor. 

So  these  things  weren't  so  hot.  but  the  movie  is  a  success  in  spite 
of  them.  There  are  plenty  of  other  things  to  capture  the  attention,  All 
the  strange  and  wonderful  people  you  get  to  meet,  for  example.  People 
like  these: 

Sultrv  young  Vicki  (Shelley  Kastner).  Waitressing  is  not  her  thing. 
New  York  has  brought  out  all  her  angst  and  desire.... 

Fakir  Musatar  (as  himself).  Most  people  are  content  to  hang  up 
their  clothes,  but  after  a  long  day  at  work,  Fakir  takes  it  all  the  way:  he 
hangs  himself  up.  His  one  scene  steals  the  show. 

Ben  (David  Bronstein),  who  has  three  million  Latin  men  to  choose 
from  and  isn't  about  to  pick  up  anybody  unless  they  can  prove  they'd  be 
useful  around  the  house.... 

Joe  (Michael  Massee)  is  really  cool,  except  he  looks  in  the  mirror  all 
the  time.  He  also  keeps  a  picture  in  his  wallet  of  a  woman  who  is  very 
close  to  him.  How  close?  He  Isn't  about  to  kiss  and  tell... 

Hans  (Alfred  Edel),  Vicki's  father.  He  looks  tike  a  good  natured 
cross  between  Danny  de  Vito  and  Ed  Braodbent.  He  snuck  some  real 
Bavarian  White  sausage  through  customs,  but  he  didn't  know  how  soon 
he'd  have  to  use  it.... 

What  there  is  of  the  story  runs  like  this.  Vicki's  father  Hans  lands  up 
in  New  York  sooner  than  expected.  He  thinks  she  has  a  husband,  so 
she  recruits  her  roommate  Ben  to  fill  the  role.  Hans  pisses  her  off  be- 
cause he  is  a  success  in  NYC.  In  one  week  he  lands  an  acting  job  and 
gets  free  Sprinkle  therapy.  Poor  Vicki  has  had  no  offers  for  a  year.  But 
that  all  changes  when  she  meets  Joe  in  the  hall.  Then,  as  everyone's 
sex  lives  begin  to  heat  up,  things  get  more  complicated,  but  never 
"deep". 

|\lothing  in  the  plot  is  as  complicated  as  trying  to  figure  out  what  a 
sex  diva  is.  A  sex  diva  seems  to  be  a  person  who  has  recognized  who 
he/she  is,  both  sexually  and  generally.  This  makes  a  sex  diva  much 
more  than  a  mere  liberated  person.  Liberated  people  are  still  defining 
themselves  in  relation  to  sonrte  other  attitude.  People  can't  simply  be 
liberated:  they  have  to  be  liberated  from  something.  The  divas  here 
don't  seem  to  be  thinking  in  those  confrontational  terms. 

The  sex  divas  have  done  more  than  recognize  themselves.  They 
are  also  engaged  in  a  celebration  of  themselves.  This  celebration  can 
take  any  form  at  all,  from  Annie's  cheery  shenanigans  to  Vicki's  darkly 
erotic  singing  to  Fakir's  riveting  performance.  Let's  put  it  another  way. 
A  sex  diva  is  more  than  an  overweight  transvestite  swathed  in  shiny  red 
and  yellow  shri/ik  wrap  and  attempting  to  lip  synch  opera,  Monika  Treut 
is  presenting  more  than  a  safe  romp  through  some  kinky  lifestyles.  My 
Father  is  Coming  is  a  demonstration  of  a  different  way  of  thinking  about 

sex,  one  that  is  worth  investigating.  That  way  ol  thinking  is  bound  up 
with  the  idea  of  polysexual  ity. 

Since  the  divas  have  gone  beyond  simply  being  liberated,  all  the  old 
distinctions  between  men  and  women,  gay  and  straight  start  to  break 
down.  There  just  aren't  any  convenient  categories  to  use.  Modem 
medicine  speeds  up  the  breakdown  by  creating  people  who  might  not  fit 
into  existing  categories.  Is  a  woman  who  has  a  sex  change  still  a 
woman?  Or  is  she  now  a  he?  Maybe  a  genderiess,  category  free 
thing,  an  it?  One  of  the  characters  in  the  film  offers  a  very  interesting 
answer,  but  in  the  film  there  is  no  hard  and  fast  answer,  no  hetero-  or 
horrw-  or  bi-  status.  There  is  only  polysexuality,  or  pansexuality,  a  gen- 
eral awareness  of  and  interest  in  sex. 

Maybe  I'm  taking  the  whole  thing  too  seriously.  In  My  Father  is 
Coming  Monika  Treut  has  reminded  us  that  sexual  life  can  be  a  big 
laugh  and  is  a  never  ending  process  of  sorting  things  out.  As  I  watched 
the  film  I  enjoyed  and  envied  the  characters  for  how  comfortable  they 
seemed  to  be,  since  1  have  (at  least}  my  fair  share  of  sexual  paranoia. 

Should  you  bother  with  it?  The  movie,  of  course.  As  always,  that  is 
entirely  up  to  you.  But  if  you  are  going  to  go,  take  it  free  and  light  and 
easy.  The  film  won't  be  much  fun  any  other  way.  This  is  more  than  a 
film  about  love  or  sex.  It  is  a  film  that  celebrates  freedom.  We  all  want 
to  be  free.  To  do  what  we  want  to  do.. .(without  being  hassled  by  the 
man). 

At  the  end  of  the  screening,  Mole  and  1  left.  We  ranted  and  canted 
and  decanted  all  the  way  to  the  nearest  speedy  food  spot,  spouting 
most  of  the  things  you've  just  read.  We  went  in  and  did  the  usual 
things,  ordering,  waiting,  waiting,  getting  our  material,  sitting  down.  And 
at  the  very  nwment  when  my  tray  of  golden  browned,  starch  enriched 
yum  yums  met  the  table,  something  about  the  evening  came  over  me.  I 
sat  down  and  felt  myself  all  over,  fumbling  for  words,  surprised  and  em- 
barrassed, suddenly  vulnerable,  overcome  by  desire  and  a  sense  of 
loss. 

Mole  dumped  his  material  out  onto  the  tray  and  started  applying 
some  saucy  material  enhancer.  1  can't  believe  that  film  affected  you  so 
much." 

"It  didn't,"  I  mumbled  into  my  drink.  "1  lost  my  pen."  • 


Independent  Growth  tysteveGravestock 


The  most  heartening  development  in  film  over  the  last  tew  yeare 
has  been  the  new  found  maturity  of  American  Independent  film- 
makers. Small  budget  films  used  to  be  characterized  by  agitprop, 
and  sophomoric,  excessively  earnest  craft.  The  wort(  of  many  of  the 
newer  independents  is,  however,  stylish  and  wry;  subtle  and  intelli- 
gent. On  visual  terms,  these  films  can  hold  their  own  with  almost  any 
mainstream  big-budget  product. 

Oddly  enough,  the  new  crop  of  filmmakers  can  to  some  extent  be 
divided  along  gender  lines.  The  men  have  preferred  exercises  in 
style;  the  women  havent  been  skimping  on  style,  but  their  wori(  has 
often  had  a  lot  more  emofional  depth.  What  follows  is  a  short  list  of 
some  of  the  more  significant  figures. 

Rob  Nilsson  ( Signal  7,  Heat  and  Sunlight}.  Unfortunately,  this 
San  Francisco-based  filmmaker's  latest,  about  the  homeless,  wasnl 
included  in  this  year's  Festival  line-up,  The  two  films  I've  mentioned 
are  notable  for  their  improvisational  feel  -  Nilsson  captures  the 
floating,  lifelike  atmosphere  that  critics  praised  Cassavates  for 
(erroneously)  as  well  as  a  jaundiced  sense  of  humour,  capable  of 
surprising  twists.  Heal  and  SunffgWrnaybe  the  best  break-up 
movie  ever. 

Hal  Hartlev  ( Simple  Men,  Tnjst,  The  Unbelievable  Tra(/i).  1  av- 
oided Hartley's  wori(  for  years  primarily  because  he  struck  me  as  a 
complete  dweeb,  and  I  didnl  really  trust  the  people  who  liked  him. 
But  I  was  happily  surprised  by  Simple  Men  It's  an  utterty  empty 
allegory,  but  the  acfing  has  a  pleasing  wooden  quality  and  visually 
he's  elegant  and  succint. 

Quentin  Taranlino (fleservoif  Dogs).  The  year's  most  talked 
about  debut,  largely  because  of  several  extremely  graphic  and 
violent  scenes.  The  critics,  as  usual,  missed  the  point.  While  Tar- 
anfino's  heist  gone  bad  was  obviously  influenced  by  Scorsese's  eariy 
wori<,  its  most  salient  aspect  is  the  ensemble  acfing.  Ulerally, 
everyone  is  brilliant  especially  Steve  Buscemi  as  the  weaselly  mem- 
ber of  the  gang,  and  Michael  Madsen  as  the  psychotic  one.  The  only 
problem  with  the  film  is  that,  like  Simple  Men  it's  rather  empty. 
Though  it  moves  at  such  a  rapid  clip  you  doni  really  care. 


Abel  Ferrara  ( Bad  Ueulenant,  Fear  City.  King  of  New  VorfO. 
Sad  Uei/lenantis  overrated  and  overacted,but  it's  so  utteriy  hor- 
rendous it's  definitely  got  a  touch  ol  genius.  There  are  quite  a  few 
scenes  that  suggest,  if  Ferrara  had  reined  things  in  a  little,  he 
might  have  had  the  traly  daring  movie  everyone's  trumpeting  it  as. 
Keitel  Is  so  awful,  and  so  Intent  on  baring  his  soul,  he  desen/es  a 
medal.  (A  friend  said  it  fell  as  if  he'd  finally  got  his  back  lor  not 
getting  to  do  the  going  mad  scene  in  Apocalypse  Now.)  However,  I 
wouldn't  count  Ferrara  just  yet.  Fifteen  years  ago  Taranlino  would 
have  made  Fear  City,  Ferrara's  first  really  major  wori<. 

Tom  Pi  Clllo  ( Johim  Suede).  A  nice  absurdist  piece,  with  no 
Ideas,  but  a  great  comic  performance  by  Brad  Pitt  as  a  likeable,  but 
utterty  shallow  nebush  who  "Wants  to  date  a  model  with  only  one 
name'  And  have  her  ply  me  with  cocaine."  Needless  to  say,  he  wants 
to  be  a  rock  star.  Part  fairy  tale  and  part  fable,  MmnySuedeis 
obviously  influenced  by  David  Lynch.  However,  Di  Cillo  distills  this 
influence  effectively  so  you  doni  resent  him. 

KattShea  Ruben  (Po/'son  Ivy,  Dance  of  the  Damned.  Street- 
wise). Uke  Kitty  Bigelow,  Ruben  has  a  great  feel  lor  genres  tradi- 
tionally (and  stupidly)  perceived  as  exclusively  male  provinces. 
Poison  /vy  is  her  breallthrough  movie,  the  best,  most  lubricious  film 
noir  in  years,  but  her  other  wori<  is  just  as  Interesting.  Danrx  ol 
the  Damned,  her  existenflal  vampire  movie,  is  essenfial  viewing.  Few 
directors  -  even  if  Ihey  were  armed  with  a  huge  budget  -  could  do 
what  Ruben  achieves  in  a  tiny,  restricted  space.  She's  flie  true  heir 
to  macho  kxxiies  like  Sam  Fuller 

■Slacv  Cochran  ( MyNewGurl).  A  minimalist,  absurdist  number 
that  has  more  emotion  in  it  than  far  more  pretentious  wort<s  -  it 
focuses  on  oppressed,  bored  shifless  housewife  Dianne  Lane  and  her 
attempts  to  escape  her  boorish  horror  ol  a  husband.  This  ultra-hip 
movie  takes  place  in  the  suburt)s,  but  it's  never  condescending  or 
se(l-congralulatory. 

Allison  Anders  ( Gas  Food  Lodging).  Another  rich,  emotional 
lyric,  it  falters  every  now  and  Ihen,  turning  slightly  maudlin  a  couple 
of  times.  Anders  respects  her  characters  -  a  single  mother  and  her 
two  daughters  who  live  in  a  trailer  pari<  -  and  her  audience  too  much 
to  let  this  damage  the  mood.  The  film  establishes  lone  Skye  and 
Faihiza  Balk  as  major  talents.  • 
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One  Night  and  Then — 


A  tale  of  the  wilderness 

In  life's  cycle; 

The  lesson 

Whenamankives 

A  midnight  cupid 

In  the  aisles  of  the  wind. 

One  night  and  ther>- 

As  it  Is  in  life 
A  child's  impulse. 
The  lure  of  the  gown 
The  helping  hand. 
The  chance  deceptkjn, 
The  decree  of  destiny. 
One  night  and  then— 


A  cry  for  help 

Over  silent  paths, 

A  plain  song 

In  the  season  ol  buds. 

Her  punishment. 

Her  sacrifice. 

One  night  and  ther>— 

A  tale  ol  the  wilderness 
In  life's  cycle: 
The  lesser  evil 
The  voice  of  the  child; 
A  rich  revenge. 
With  her  card 
Tlie  ruling  passkm, 

John  Wekep 
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SIGNS 

IN  THE  CINEMA      INNIS  TOWN  HALL 
7:00  PM 

January 

g 

JfiR  Pa.«en2er    Michelangelo  Antonioni 

January 

15 

Surname  Viel.  Oiven  Name  Nam 

Trinh  T.  Minh-Ha 

January 

22 

Marie  in  U.S.A.  Jean-Luc  Godard 

I  Got  into  a  Fight  with  a  Seal 


the  lolkMing  comasatlon  was  toand  lying  amund  and  happily  sln^ng  pretty 
songs  to  Itsell  sllghVy  out  ol  tune  on  »te  Hoor  ol  the  Innis  pub  two  afternoons: 

"I  thought  he  was  fedling,  but  ho  was  only  dancing;  (only?  I  WAS  dancing.) 

My  skin  Is  hot 

his  tongue  Is  too  large 
hert>ananalsnotripe 

yet 

It  can  grow 

grow  the  river  flow  of  words 
the  beaid  that  should  not  be 
the  eyes  that  Imply  all  that  is  not 
the  mind  that  denies  the  real  colour  of  her  hair 

red  paini  lor  passion  that  isn't  there 
growl  at  his  nose  and  his  soft 

eyes  thai  Imply  ali  that  is  not 
of  heal  in  my  stomach 
Oh  God  "Whar  the  loudness  of  his  voice 

was  supposed  to  be 
meaningless 

do  not  lool(  at  me  and  speak,  you  have  customers  and 
I  love  you 

too  are  you  waiting  for  Godot? 

If  you  want  I  saw  a 

don't 

andisawa 

dead 

leave  the  room  and  the  looking  in  his 

eyes  that  imply  all  that  is  not 
of  heat  in  my  stomach 
my  mind  I  listen  to  you  bark 
as!  buy  something  to  eat 
Tou  will  all  die" 
I  was  tempted  to  barf 
singing  about  saving  the  whales 

but  I  doubt  it. 

Hike  puppy  dogs, 
and  by  the  wayside: 

"once  in  a  while  you  can  get  shown  the  light  in  the  strangest  of 
places  if  you  look  at  it  right." 

R.  Hunter 
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Film,  Food  and  Drink 

at  the  1992  Hart  House  Film  Board  Contest 


There  was  lots  of  free  food,  wine,  beer,  and  some  amazingly  well 
crafted  films  at  the  Hart  House  Music  Room  last  March  16.  Why 
were  such  an  assortment  of  fine  diversions  available?  The  Hart 
House  Film  Board's  Annual  Film  Contest,  of  course.  Eighty  people 
attended  what  was  certainly  one  of  the  most  successful  contests  in 
recent  years. 

Film  production  is  the  Hart  House  Film  Board's  primary  concern, 
since  it  supports  its  members  by  giving  monetary  grants  and  sup- 
plies  them  with  16mm  and  Supers  film  production  equipment,  as 
well  as  8mm  videotape  edSIng  facilNles.  Thus,  the  contest  is  the 
culmination  of  the  Board's  efforts  to  promote  student  film  produc- 
tion, by  providing  a  venue  for  its  members  and  the  local  independent 
filmmaking  community  to  show  off  their  films  as  well  as  a  friendly 
atmosphere  for  filmmakers  to  intermix  and  exchange  ideas.  The  con- 
test is  open  to  any  University  of  Toronto  student,  staff  or  alumna. 

The  highlight  of  the  evening  was  of  course  the  screening.  Ten 
films  from  seven  filmmakers  were  shown,  ranging  from  Ursula  Caf- 
aro's  piece  on  wBe  battering  Woman  Descending  Stairs ,  to  Ihe 
industrial/promotional  works  of  James  Morris's  Owl  Rafting  Pro- 
mo Video  and  Kathleen  Cummins  and  Lou  Mersereau's  promo  piece 
on  the  Friendship  Cove  Seniors  Complex,  II  il's  Tuesday,  This  Must 
Be  St  Thomas .  The  linal  film  of  the  night  was  Jazz  Virk's  send  up 
of  horror  genre  films.  Wo  Rest .  Sean  Jara's  film  The  Minotaur, 
loosely  based  on  Ihe  ancient  Minolaur  story,  received  special  mention 
for  its  impressive  use  of  sound  collage  and  stunning  black  and  while 
cinematography 

Innis  College  students  swept  all  prizes.  Blair  Slaplelon's  exp- 
erimental video.  Evolution ,  look  second  place.  His  video  fully  expl- 
oited computer  reprocessing  to  manipulate  the  abstract  images  by 
accentuating  Iheir  brilliant  colours,  and  further  abstracting  the 
imagery  with  a  wonderful  assortment  of  digrtal  special  effects.  As 
well,  these  highly  inleresting  images  were  combined  with  a  great 
gothic/lnduslrial  soundtrack  that  made  this  piece  a  wonderfully 
'Irippy'  type  of  experience. 


by  Joey  Schwartz 

Aubrey  Glazer's  film,  Lines  ol  Oblivion ,  M  first  place.  His 
film  was  an  existential  exploration  of  modern  life  ranging  from  the 
intercutting  of  shots  of  the  Jewish  custom  of  circumcision  being 
performed,  to  shots  of  the  dislocation  of  the  Human,  lost  amongst 
the  immensfty  of  the  megalopolises  of  New  York  and  Toronto.  The 
soundtrack  layered  counterpunclual  sound  montages  with  multilin- 
gual voice-over  narration,  quoting  in  Hebrew  Ihe  prayer  that  Is 
recited  during  circumcision;  in  French,  out-takes  from  Semiolician 
Roland  Barthes'  Image.  Music,  and  Text,  and  in  Spanish,  Ortega  y 
Gosset's  Revolution  of  the  Masses . 

Oblivion' s  cinematic  style  pays  homage  D.A.  Pennebaker's 
cinema  ver'ite  cameraworii  in  DontLook  Back ,  which  used  very 
grainy  black  and  white  filmsloclt  wilh  freeflowlng-handheld  camera- 
work. There  was  even  a  New  York  Crty  tenement  alley  shot  in  Lines 
of  Oblivion  that  looked  almost  identical  to  the  opening  sequence  in 
Pennebaker's  film.  Other  elements  took  on  the  appearance  of  an 
avant  garde  sensibility  towards  abstraction.  Overall,  the  judges 
thought  this  was  an  ambitious  film  from  a  first  time  filmmaker. 

Judging  for  the  contest  took  place  during  Ihe  screening,  by 
judges  who  are  involved  with  dBferenI  aspects  of  U  of  T's  film 
community.  Representing  Ihe  Cinema  Studies  Program  was  Prof. 
Manuela  Geriri,  who  teaches  the  Italian  Cinema  and  the  Neo-Realism 
courses.  Mr.  Steve  Gravestock,  a  writer  of  film  criticism  tor  both 
the  Varsity  and  the  Herald ,  represented  campus  student  newspap- 
ers. The  Hart  House  representative  was  Ms.  Judi  Schwartz,  who  is 
Director  of  Ihe  Hart  House  Art  Gallery  and  programme  advisor  for 
Ihe  Hart  House  Film  Board.  All  of  Ihe  judges  commended  Ihe  film- 
makers lor  the  high  level  of  technical  and  artistic  competence  dem- 
onstrated in  Iheir  films. 

If  you  are  interested  in  making  films  or  just  want  to  watch  Ihe 
early  works  of  the  next  Atom  Egoyan,  the  Film  Board  is  already  busy 
planning  for  next  year's  contest  and  will  continue  to  operate  over 
the  winter  to  help  fund  and  promote  filmmaking  on  campus.  • 


Love,  Desire  and  the  Creative  Process: 

TreadingWatersDeepertheLhesrfCfcM)n  with  AubGlazet's  Directorial  Debut   by  Aubrey  Giazer 


Unes  of  Oblivion  (1992),  the  diglossic  nightmare  of  a  short  film 
that  clenched  first  prize  at  last  year's  Hart  House  t=llm  Board  Gala 
Contest,  is  presently  amidst  a  hotbed  of  controversial  discussions 
within  the  arts  community  of  greater  Toronto.  Shot  on  super-8  film 
and  edited  on  S-VHS,  with  a  ranning  time  of  just  under  ten  mintues, 
Unas  of  Oblivion  has  been  cuiated  for  screenings  in  and  out  of  Tor- 
onto: at  the  Euclid  Cinema,  fV  is  for  Video",  and  ■Unsiluated)";  at 
Cinecycle's  "August  LI.F.T.  Screening";  and  at  The  Rivoli's  "Vision 
Edge  Program". 

Utilizing  language  as  the  site  upon  which  director  Aub  Giazer 
begins  his  excavation,  reappropriations  of  seminal  texts  in  Spanish, 
Hebrew  and  French  take  centre  stage.  In  coming  to  tems  with  the 
incomplete  Project  of  Modernity,  Unes  of  Oblivion  attempts  to 
bring  the  viewer  back  to  the  essence  of  cinema;  namely  the  inner- 
workings  of  its  image-music-text  relations.  In  treading  the  thin-line 
between  linguistic  cohesion  and  an  ultimate  signification,  Unes  of 
Oblivion ,  pushes  spectatorship  into  a  state  of  purgation.  The  view- 
er tiowels  the  mortar  alongside  the  various  elements  ot  the  film,  to 
construct  a  cinematic  tower  of  babel.  Once  again  Roland  Barthes' 
Investigation  within  "Rhetoric  of  the  Image"  (1 964)  resonates: 

'...if  ttie  image  is  in  a  certain  manner  Ihe  limit  of  meaning,  it 
permits  the  consideration  of  a  veritatle  ontology  of  Ihe  process  of 
signification.  How  does  meaning  gel  Into  the  Image?  Where  does 
It  end?  And  If  It  ends,  what  Is  there  beyond?' 

Barthes'  wordings  are  again  called  upon  to  open  the  film.  Kelly 
Gen/ais,  having  just  completed  her  doctorate  on  the  autobiograph- 
ical anamolles  present  in  the  works  of  Alain  Robbe-Grillet  and 
Roland  Barthes,  found  herself  wisked  into  the  frantic  production 
schedule  that  utterly  consumed  all  crew  members  involved.  Kelly's 
voice  spark  the  shrapnel-notions  that  singe  in  that  space  between 
love,  desire,  and  the  creative  process.  In  the  autobiography  to  end 
all  autobiographies,  aptly  titled  Roland  Barthes  by  Roland  Barthes, 
the  author's  eternal  querie  truly  transcends  the  medium  of  writing 
In  his  asking; 

'And  afterward? 

What  to  write  now?  Can  you  sllll  write  anything? 
One  writes  with  one's  desire  and  I  am  not  through  desiring ' 
The  cavalcade  of  images,  seemingly  strewn  upon  the  screen  as  on 
a  canvas,  at  once  assault  and  caress  the  viewer.  The  structure  is 
revealed  and  yet  masked.  A  trinitarian  formation  ot  narrative  space 
metamorphosizes  Dante's  opus.  La  Mna  Comedia,  into  that  moment 
before  the  poet  embarks  upon  his  iconographic  journey  through 
inferno,  Purgatorio,  and  Paradisio,  Unes  of  Oblivion  closes  with 
one  of  many  curious  contradictions  with  an  edited  excerpt  from  Leo 
Steingberg's  "The  Sexuality  of  Christ  In  Renaissance  Art  &  Modem 
Oblivion"; 

...Our  age  has  educated  us  Into  Incomprehension. 

...but  ills  this  Incomprehension  precisely,  the  oblivion, 

...which  is  profound,  willed  and  sophisticated. 

This  is  the  price  paid  by  the  Utodem  World  lor  its  massive 
retreat  from  the  mythical  grounds  of  Christianity. ' 

Upholding  one  ideology,  while  later  pulling  at  its  seams,  contrib- 
utes all  the  more  to  the  frenetic  dance  of  cohesion  that  composes 
and  decomposes  Unes  of  Oblivion.  Reappropriation  runs  rampant  in 
the  tllm.with  contextal  reinterpretation  of  all  words  heard  and  seen. 

Josi  Ortega  Y  Gasset's  La  Rebilionde  las  leases  is  conlext- 
ually  reinterpretated  from  the  1933  Spanish  text  by  U  of  T's 
Shaudin  Melgar-Forastr.  Prayers  recited  on  the  Day  of  Atonement, 


at  the  Consecracat'on  of  the  House,  and  tor  the  Rites  of  Circum- 
cision, are  contextually  reinterpreted  by  Aub  Giazer  from  SenAce 
of  the  Heart  (1967).  Eugenic  Donalo  contextually  reinterprets 
Gustave  Flaubert's  Bouvard  &  Picuchet  from  the  original  1947 
french  text. 

Done?  Not  quite.  The  sutltles  lake  us  into  a  completely  differ- 
ent realm,  as  does  the  soundtrack.  Ulyses'  Corp's,  Frank  Szabo, 
unleashes  a  veritable  monster  of  sound  montage  within  Unes  of 
Oblivion,  culling  sounds  from  sources  tnily  unheard.  Subtitling 
exemplifies  this  director's  quiri<y  quest  for  rewriting  the  conven- 
tions of  cinema.  Normally,  foreign  language  films  are  subtitled  on 
the  screen's  horizontal  bottom.  Unes  of  Oblivion  treats  the  text, 
as  well  as  the  viewer's  engagement  with  It,  as  somewhat  more 
sacred.  Thus,  the  subtitles  translomi  into  a  structuration  analag- 
ous  to  poetic  verse;  but  on-screen!  Ortega  Y  Gassefs  words  echo 
the  nature  of  the  visual  experience,  both  on-screen  and  off-screen: 

'..Public  lile  is  not  solely  political,  but  equally,  and  even  prim- 
arily, Intellectual,  moral,  economic,  religious:  it  comprises  all  our 
collective  habits,  including  our  fashions  both  ol  dress  and  of 
amusement.  Perhaps  the  best  line  of  approach  to  this  histoiical 
phenomenon  maybe  found  by  turning  our  attention  to  a  visual 
experience,  stressing  one  aspect  of  our  epoch  which  is  plain  to  our 
very  eyes.' 

In  embracing  technology,  optimistic  tonalities  dissipate.  Move- 
ment now  lurches  beyond  McLuhan's  rationality  of  the  Gutenberg 
Galaxy  to  the  Global  Village,  to  that  of  the  new  age  in  Electronic 
Tribalism  -  an  acheived  transparency  of  Infomiation.  This  tendency 
of  the  director  to  simultaneously  engage  in  the  role  of  both  artist 
and  spectator,  realizes  the  highest  aspirations  of  modernism; 
creator,  and  creation  are  now  Indistinguishable  from  the  machine. 
Recall  the  word-steps  of  Flaubert  In  Bouvard  et  Picuchel : 

'—Onward!  Enough  speculation!  Keep  on  copying! 

The  page  must  be  filled.  Everything  is  equal,  the  good  and  the 
evil.  The  farcical  and  the  sublime  -the  beautiful  and  the  ugly  -  the 
insignificant  and  the  typical,  they  all  become  an  exaltation  of  the 
stalistlcal. 

There  are  nothing  but  facts  -  and  phenomena.  Final  bliss. ' 

So  what  constitutes  this  notion  of  final  bliss  for  director  Aub 
Giazer?  He  Is  hesitant  to  dissociate  entirely  the  film's  affinity  to 
Felllni's  8  1/2.,  in  that  the  true  tripartition  lies  between  under- 
standing the  role  of  love  and  desire  within  the  creative  process.  Is 
eros  sick? 

"Why  ot  course!  Antonioni  will  go  down  in  history  as  the  sole 
lilmmal<er  who  recorded  the  pulse  ol  modem  western  cMlization. 
Many prosposed  versions  ol  Lines's  ulltmate  signilication  have 
dallied  to  and  fro,  to  no  true  end.  Fine  with  me!  Form  lollows  tunc- 
lion,  I  say.  Process  is  ol  Ihe  essence.  It's  Baudrillard  who  says 
that  symbolic  exchange  Is  death.  So  here  we  are.  eh?  The  gist  ol 
all  Schwan's  Pennebai<er  comparisons  stem  from  this  notion  ol  the 
infinite  process;  the  film  is  never  truly  complete.  Lines  fea//y 
strucif  me  as  a  cathartic  film:  a  release  that's  binding.  Trying  to 
come  to  terms  with  the  desire  to  love,  with  the  love  to  desire,  and 
then  creating  a  finished  film  out  of  It  was,  shall  we  say,  a  tad  try- 
ing. The  conespondance  Is  enhanced  as  each  ol  us  is  inevitably 
enveloped  in  our  awn  Beatrician  dreams. ' 

Keep  your  eyes  to  the  sky,  and  your  ears  to  the  ground,  lor  the 
upcoming  release  of  Fire  on  Ihe  Water.  • 


12  DEATH  STAR  INTERIOR  DETAIL/INNER  CHASM 


,  „Are  you  a  starving 
student? 

The  Women's  Centre,  APUS  and  the  Parent's  Co-operative 
sponsor  a 

Food  bank 

Every  Tuesday  from  noon  to  10:00  p.m. 

located  at  49  St.  George  St.  (Women's  Centre) 
Open  to  all  members  of  the  U.ofT.  community 


Donations 


The  food  bank  relies  on  donations  from  students,  staff  and 
faculty.  We  especially  need  canned  or  dried  non-perishable 
food  to  make  nutritious  meals,  as  well  as.baby  food  and 
diapers. 

Drop-off  boxes  located  ate  Women's  Centre,  Robaits, 
Alumni  Relations,  Simcoe  Hall,  the  Koffler  Centre, 
Sigmund  Samuel,  Sidney  Snuth  (ASSU  office).  Medical 
Sciences,  Graduate  Student  Union,  Northrop  Frye, 
Hart  House  (SCM  office). 


Thanks  for  your  support! 


Untitled 


visualize  the  l<nife 

lovingly  placed  before  you 

embrace  its  aural  presence,  archaic 
wizard  ol  ulllrrate  desire 

without  Incisions,  no  stiches  can  surrender 
my  llghUess  woodland  haven 

a  war  with  one,  a  war  without, 

plunging  into  blaci<  fields  of  sleep 

floating,  waiting  for  the  sirens,  without  assistance, 
without  water  to  wash  this  blood  anway 

visualize  the  l<nife 

lovingly  placed  before  you 

embrace  Its  aural  presence,  archaic 
wizard  of  uftimale  desire 


Write  For  The  Innis  Herald 


John  Wekep 


this  sound  UnfOrgOtten...  byTosNyaKu^abara 


In  the  full  blooded  heat  of  the  moment  Tomas  delivered  the  viihip 
across  Severin's  arched  bacl<.  In  a  cry  of  delirium,  Severin  could  (eel 
the  burning  mat1<  it  left  on  his  tender  skin.  Searing  the  moment 
after  the  long  whip  had  kissed  his  back.  His  blood  boiled  beneath 
the  raw  mark. 

"Again,"  Severin  cried  and  commanded  v«ith  intensity,  and  again 
Tomas  obeyed,  striking  with  even  greater  force.  Immediately,  Sev- 
erin's whole  body  convulsed.  Halt-naked  and  handcuffed  to  the 
wooden  column,  the  steel  handcuffs  strained  against  the  lorce  of  his 
movements,  digging  into  the  skin  of  his  wrists.  A  brilliant  stream 
of  sunlight  then  shone  through  the  cracks  of  the  old  cellar  window. 
For  that  one  eternal  break  in  time,  Severin  Imagined  that  painting  ol 
St.  Sebastian,  plunged  brutally  on  ether  side  by  arrows.  Blood 
slowly  streaming  down  between  his  legs  mixed  with  the  sweat  of 


"Again,"  demanded  Severin  "again  and  again."  Pricking  the 
heart  of  Tomas'  soul  he  whipped  in  an  ecstatic  frenzy  of  lashes  (a 
fever  gripped  his  whole  mind  with  an  uncontrollable  blindness).  The 
sound  of  the  whip  and  the  cries  of  pleasured  relief.  The  smell  of 
sweat  and  sensual  raw  flesh.  The  sight  of  lashes  criss-crossed  so 
vividly,  almost  unreal,  on  his  arched  back,  thighs,  calves,  shoulders. 
The  taste  ol  the  moment  seized  Tomas'  palate. 
"Now?"  inquired  Tomas,  pausing  so  slightly. 
"Yes,  Yoif  can  stop  now,  Severin  answered.  The  orgy  of  pas- 
sion stilled,  filled  the  dark  room  with  a  calm  quietness,  of  undefiled 
serenity.  The  satiation  carried  a  warm  tenderness  through  their 
hearts.  "Thank  you,"  said  Severin  as  he  kissed  Tomas'  neck  while  he 
unfastened  him. 

The  steely  shine  of  the  cuffs  indebted  with  the  silent  rattle  of 
Its  links  stirred  a  passion  deep  between  them,  betrayed  only  by 
Severin's  admiration  of  the  marks  it'd  left  on  his  wrists.  These  few 
remembrances  ot  the  immediate  past,  Tomas  kissed  with  earnest 
feeling  and  honest  care. 

Looking  into  each  others'  deep  resonant  gazes,  they  embraced, 
lips  fused  together,  the  raw  heat  of  their  anxious  breaths  mingled 
with  chthonic  charge.  Severin  immediately  delved  his  tongue  deeply 
into  Tomas'  expectant  mouth.  Tomas  held  him  even  more  tightly,  to 
leel  him  closer,  to  feel  the  glistening  sweat  on  his  naked  skin,  to  teel 
him  deep  inside  of  him,  demanding  its  full  length  without  relent. 

Tomas  then  led  Severin  up  a  small  spiral  staircase,  fraught  with 
rusted  iron  out  of  the  small  earthen  cellar  and  into  the  Iragile 
warmth  ol  his  bedroom.  One  unlike  any  Severin  had  seen  it  brought 
a  smile  to  his  face  that  was  enigmatic  yet  unguarded. 

There  was  a  cool  tatami  floor,  sliding  wood-paper  doors  and  a 
single  futon  with  a  dazzling  cower.  Kneeling  down,  Severin  breathed 
in  the  intoxicating  atmosphere  of  ethereal  tranquility.  The  silent 


undercurrent  of  passion  fkxxJed  his  mind  with  past  Images,  lost 
moments,  insistent  desires. 

With  a  soft  white  towel  dampened  with  a  cleansing  water,  Toitias 
wiped  Severin's  body  with  such  tenderness  and  expectancy  that  it 
overwhelmed  him.  Smiling  gratefully,  he  removed  the  restol  his 
clothes  to  feel  the  cool  touch  of  Tomas'  towel,  strong  hands,  moist 
breath,  lustful  yearnings  and  languid  calls  for  pleasure. 

When  Tomas  was  finally  done  cleaning  Severin's  bare  skin,  he 
brought  his  kisses  to  bear  upon  it  and  caressed  the  scars  Severin 
was  so  proud  of .  Sighing,  he  rolled  onto  his  back  so  that  Tomas 
could  take  the  height  of  his  rising  passion,  so  rigid,  so  strong,  Into 
his  eager  mouth.  Slowly,  Tomas  swallowed  the  length  of  Severin's 
desire,  which  which  had  hardened  with  a  glorious  intensity.  Deeper 
and  deeper  into  his  mouth,  Severin  felt  blinded,  and  rippled  his 
lingers  through  the  thick,  dark  sheen  of  Tomas'  hair. 

And  when  Severin  cried  out,  his  mind  dissolved.  He  could  feel 
the  depths  of  their  souls  merging,  smashing  all  conscious  bound- 
aries. The  hot  passage  of  his  reverent  lust  spilled  into  Tomas'  open, 
expectant  mouth.  The  moment  carried  itself  forever  with  no  begin- 
ning or  ending.  Only  the  echoed  pounding  of  their  heartbeats  could 
be  heard.  Nothing  else  mattered.  Nothing  else  existed. 

Gently  kissing  Tomas,  Severin  wrapped  his  legs  around  his 
strong  back  while  his  hands  reached  fenrently  for  his  shoulders, 
clutching  them  with  a  carnal  decadence.  "Fuck  me,"  he  whispered. 
'Fuck  me  like  never  belore,"  he  growled  In  anticipation.  With  that 
Tomas  sheathed  his  growing  passion  slowly,  enjoying  the  pleasure  he 
derived  from  it,  applying  the  glistening  gel,  and  plunged  himself  Into 
Severin  as  far  and  as  deep  as  possible,  groaning  with  pleasure, 
drowning  out  Severin's  cries  of  pleasure  at  the  strength  of  Tomas' 
whole  body,  which  was  encapsulated  in  his  sex.  Eyes  closed,  the 
bathing  sweat  from  his  chest  dripped  into  Severin  while  he  clawed 
his  back,  caressed  his  neck,  buried  his  teeth  into  his  shoulder  and 
demanded  more— more  lust,  more  lury,  more  blinding  release,  It  was 
the  ultimate  pleasure  lor  Tomas  to  be  so  carnal,  so  himself  in  an 
obsessively  decadent  world. 

Suddenly,  the  primal  in  Tomas'  heart  roared  as  he  finally  came. 
The  hot  rash  of  viscous  liquid  charged  him,  driving  his  pounding 
heart  like  a  hammer.  TTie  muscles  In  his  body  shuddered  in  a  rhythmic 
spasm,  uncontrollable,  feeling  neither  alive  nor  dead,  but  somewhere 
in  its  midst.  Rebirth.  A  sense  ol  absolute  dissolution  ol  the  mind 
and  oneness  with  the  body,  released  and  yet  still  encapsulated. 
Crying  out  in  ecstasy  together,  it  was  a  vocal  scar  of  uninhibited 
emotion,  ol  unlounded  instinct  finally  realized.  Such  a  raw  sound 
that  it  burst  the  air  and  splattered  their  naked  bodies  v«ith  an 
earthen  glow,  luminous.  Holding  each  other,  side  by  side,  they  fell 
asleep  under  the  echoing  light  of  this  sound  unforgotten.  • 


I  Saw  A  Gory  Murder 


Have  y'all  ever  seen  somebody  die?  I  have.  I  mean  In  real-tlfe,  not 
like  In  The  Faces  of  Death";  I'm  talkin'  'Ixjut  one  human  killing  ano- 
ther in  cold  blood,  with  physical  confrontation  and  innards  spilt.  I'll 
tell  ya  how  It  happened... 

Two  years  ago,  I  was  out  with  my  three  best  buddies.  We  were 
out  in  Benny  LeCorp's  worboat  -  it's  a  (latbottom  steel  boat,  a  big 
punt  really,  with  a  bitch  of  an  outboard  for  haulin'  timber.  Anyhow, 
Leeza  an'  I  were  swimmin'  in  the  swamp  beside  her  brother's  boat, 
tiyin'  not  to  make  too  much  noise  so  we  could  listen  to  the  'gators. 
At  night  they  make  these  growlin'  sorta  gmntin'  noises,  and  the  four 
of  us'd  take  a  big  poaching  ligiit  hooked  up  to  a  car  battery,  an'  some 
pot,  and  beer  out  to  splash  an'  joke  around.  Leeza  an'  I  were  the  only 
ones  who'd  go  swimmin'  -  our  brothers  were  too  chicken.  Her  bro' 
Benny'd  also  bring  his  saw'd-off  shotgun  and  we'd  shoot  at  the 
'gators  in  the  distance  a  few  times,  in  case  they  decided  to  get 
rowdy. 

So  now  Leeza  an'  I  slid  gently  into  the  water  so's  not  t'attract 
any  unwanted  attention  from  any  pesky  critters  (like  'gators  f'r 
example,  or  water  moc's,  tho'  mocs're  usually  pretty  yeller)  and  we'd 
tread  water  an'  drink  beer  in  the  wami  bayou.  The  backswamps're 
always  wamer  than  the  Mississippi  and  its  environs  'cause  they're 
so  fast  movin'  whereas  the  swamp  kinder  sits  there  an'  decays. 
That" s  why  it  smells  so  sweet.  Even  in  the  winter-time  if  s  warm 
enough  to  swim  in  the  swamp  -  what  winter  we  have  here  in  Louis- 
iana Benny  was  smokin'  a  dg  in  th'boat,  maybe  weed,  and  his  face 
glowed  red  as  he  sucked.  Everything  was  quiet  except  for  our 
gentle  splashin'  and  gigglin'  and  the  eerie  croakin'  of  the  'gators. 

"Hey,  Hairl'  I  yelled  to  my  brother  (his  real  name's  Harrison) 
who  was  in  the  boat  with  Ben.  I  told  'im  fshine  the  light  on  them 
ugly  'alley-gators",  so  he  flicked  on  the  big  poaching  light  and 
panned  it  across  thie  swamp.  In  the  distance  a  bunch  of  purple  jew- 
els glittered  stupidly  -  'gator  eyes.  They  were  still  far  away  but 
Leeza  an'  I  climbed  back  into  the  boat  because  they  can  come  up 
from  underneath  ya  and  drag  you  down,  but  we  figger  it's  pretty 
safe  to  jump  in  for  a  few  minutes  before  they  get  used  to  ya.  Leeza 
an'  I're  best  friends  an'  so're  our  brothers  so  it's  a  pretty  cool 
anangement.  Our  families  have  known  eachother  for  over  a  hundred 
years.  We're  almost  kin. 

Vail  wanna  know  about  that  murder,  yeah?  Well,  ok,  I'm  comin' 
t'that,  Back  in  the  boat  we  picked  the  bloodsuckers  off  eachother 
by  the  light  of  my  Gramma's  old  Zippo,  and  the  one's  that  wouldn't 
come  off,  Leeza  an'  I'd  bum  off  with  cigarettes.  Y'gotta  be  careful 
though  not  to  bum  y'selL  It's  an  art.  So  we  picked  off  the  leeches 
while  we  sat  drinkin'  an'  tokin',  just  shootin'  the  shit  an'  chewin'  the 
fat.  Ben  and  Harry  were  eatin'  my  Dad's  fresh  beignets  and  lliey 
had  white  powder  'round  their  mouths,  so  we  made  "Jazz  Singer" 
jokes.  Then  we  cut  the  lights  and  motor  completely  to  listen  to  the  ■ 
swamp  and  it  was  deafening.  The  frogs  (tree  and  bull),  crickets, 
'gators,  an'  all  manner  of  unidentified  things  were  crankin'  it  out  as 
we  each  grabbed  a  pole.  The  four  of  us  poled  the  flatboat  quietly 
through  the  lillies  and  sweet  night-bloomin'  orchids,  smokin'  an' 
thinkin'.  We  came  to  the  edge  of  the  brush  where  a  tangle  of 
mangroves'd  stop  the  boat  from  driftin'  an'  stared  at  ev'r'thin' 
around  us. 

It  was  actually  a  beautiful  sight:  the  moon  was  full  and  all  the 
stars  were  out.  Since  the  misty  fog  had  lifted  hours  ago,  it  seemed 
unnaturally  clear.  The  waterwas  like  a  tinted  window,  completely 
fait.  It  looked  like  black  glass  you  could  walk  across,  edged  around 
with  fat  cypress  trees,  an'  Spanish  moss,  A  big  ol'  heron  flew  low 
through  this  watery  holler,  and  smacked  right  into  a  baL  We  all 
sniggered  'cause  we  saw  it  comin'.  That's  how  clear  it  was  -  ya 
could  see  ev'ry  detail...untortunately. 

'Roll  me  another,"  Ben  told  Hany,  but  Hair's  response  died  in 
his  throat  I  reckon,  'cause  he  said  nothin'.  Benny  wam't  lookin'  for  an 
answer  anyhow.  We  were  all  lookin'  at  the  beautiful  boat  that  glided 
quietly  to  the  middle  of  the  pond.  She  glided  in  like  a  ghost,  like  no- 
one  was  drivin'  'er,  a  modest-sized  Bayliner.  She  didn't  get  here  by 
accklent,  though,  'cause  it's  no  mean  feat  to  manoeuvre  one  of  those 
babies  around  this  swamp  at  night  Whoever  was  at  the  wheel  was 
therefore  from  around  here,  but  none  of  us  ain't  never  seen  that  nice 
boat  before.  Anyway  it  was  only  twenty  feet  from  us  an'  the 


by  Fifi  Duval 

cunent  was  pushin'  it  closer  to  us,  sideways-like,  pretty  (asl  In 
our  little  (compared  to  that  'un)  boat  we  were  hidden  behind  the 
'groves  but  we  could  see  through  their  spindly,  wimpy  top  branches, 
perfectly.  We  slapped  the  skitters  and  waited  lor  somethin' 
t'happen. 

We  didn't  hafta  wait  kmg.  Two  men  came  out  and  stood  at  the 
wheel,  so  we  could  only  see  'em  from  the  waist  up.  One  looked 
lamiliaf.  I'm  usually  plenty  good  with  faces  but  it  was  dark...well, 
they  both  had  Southern  accents  although  one  sounded  like  he's  from 
'Bama  mebbe,  not  N'Awlins  anyhow.  They  were  real  quiet,  but  we 
could  still  hear  'em.  Tlie  ugly  one  with  the  handlebar  moustache  spit 
some  'backy  into  the  water  an'  wiped  his  lip,  then  he  called  the  other 
guy  a  'bastard  prick",  real  quietly.  It  was  spooky.  Ya  knew 
somethin' wasa'gonna  happen. 

The  other  guy  was  young,  the  lamiliar-lookin'  one,  and  not  bad 
lookin'.  Nice  bod.  Maybe  he  wam't  even  famlliar-lookin',  jus'  generic: 
blonde  hair,  blue  eyes,  beauf  ul  tan.  He  picked  up  a  machete  and 
hacked  the  Mr.  Hanlebar  Moustache  in  the  chesL.jus'  lifted  that 
sucker  up  with  both  hands  and  swung  it  down  into  the  ugly  guy's 
chest.  That  good  looMn'  guy  musta  been  plumb  evil.  The  dark  ugly 
guy  had  put  his  hand  up,  and  ya  could  see  part  of  Ws  hand  kinder  Hip 
over,  and  fall  oft,  but  he  wam't  screamin'.  Maybe  he  was  in  shock... 
by  now  we'd  all  kwked  at  eachother,  and  looked  down  at  benny's 
saw'd-off  S.G.  lyin'  on  the  Hoor  in  the  boat.  But  then  we  heard  a 
pistol  shot.  We  whlplashed  our  heads  back  to  the  action,  wtich  was 
now  only  eight  or  ten  feet  away,  due  to  the  Ih'cunent  an'  all,  and  saw 
the  ugly  guy  leanin'  over  the  edge  of  the  boat,  dead.  Looked  like  he 
had  been  shot  in  the  shoulder,  but  he  was  upside-down  to  us,  arched 
over  the  side,  so  it  coulda  been  the  heart.  The  gun  was  in  the  blonde 
guy's  belL 

Finally  the  blonde  picked  up  the  machete  again,  and  pulled  on  the 
lifeless  body.  The  dead  guy's  eyes  seemed  to  be  looWn'  right  at  us, 
now  five  feet  away.  The  Bayliner'd  drifted  so  close  it  was  almost 
outta  focus  The  boat  and  both  men  were  covered  in  brownish 
blood.  By  the  light  of  the  moon  it  ail  seemed  fake,  like  a  fuckin'  black 
an'  white  film.  The  good  lookin'  guy  finished  puilin'  the  guy  into  the 
boat,  and  his  corpse  fell  to  the  floor.  Then  we  heard  hackin'  sounds, 
an'  the  blonde  looker  gruntin'  an'  talkin'  f  himself  under  his  breath, 
somethin'  we  ail  couki  not  make  out.  T?ie  blonde  washed  the  machete 
in  the  water.  Kinda  dopey  if  y'ask  me  -  the  boat  was  coated  in  blood 
-  but  we  figured  the  smelly  blood  from  the  waepon'd  draw  the 
'gators  in  a  while.  Guess  he  figured  it  too. 

He  threw  the  head  of  the  other  guy  overt)oard.  It  didn'  sink,  but 
he  didn' notice.  Eventually  it  did -maybe  he  knew  twould.  Then  he 
threw  a  leg  over,  an'  the  arms  an'  torso.  By  now  t\e  was  ligM  aganst 
our  mangrove  screen,  three  feel  away,  an'  we  were  startin'  (gel 
chicken  an'  crouched  down.  We  heard  'im  start  the  boat  an'  drive 
away,  and  when  the  motor'd  faded  away  in  the  distance  (we  made 
surel),  we  stood  up,  and  noticed  his  boat-wake  had  stirred  up  a 
kinder  human-stew,  v»ith  arms  an'  legs  'steada  victuals.  The  ugly 
guy's  body  parts  bobbed  'round  on  the  surface  of  the  still-chumin' 
water. 

We  just  set  there.  Finally  Leeza  drawls,  'Lordy  shee-ir.  We 
still  didn'  move.  We  couldn't  say  nothin'  but  cussin'  for  about  three 
minutes.  It  was  amazin'.  Hair  said  he  felt  kinder  sick  after  eaSn'  all 
those  beignets.  After  a  while,  we  saw  abigmouth  open  an' close 
'round  an  arm,  and  it  disappeared,  Benny  grabbed  the  saw'd-off, 
an'  scared  'way  the  'gators.  The  kickback  knocked  him  on  his  ass. 
Hair  laughed.  He  told  Benny  never  flerget  about  the  "re-coil". 
Benny  was  pretty  calm  though  and  said  he  was  gonna  pick  up  the 
ugly  guy's  decapitated  head  and  put  it  in  the  fish  bucket  an'  lake  it 
home  before  the  'gators  ate  it,  so  the  sheriff  could  tell  who  f  was 
from  his  face  or  his  dental  records.  That  sounded  like  perfect 
sense  f  us,  so  thaf  s  what  he  did.  When  he  picked  up  the  ugly  guy's 
head  by  his  hair,  the  face  looked  even  uglier,  drippin'  blood  an'  scum 
an'  grimacin'  like  that  an'  all.  Whoo,  it  gave  me  the  fuckin'  heebie- 
jeebies.  Tlien  I  heard  a  weird  noise.  I  guess  I  wam't  the  only  one, 
'cause  ail  the  way  back  we  all  said  "what  was  that?",  or  "didja  see 
that?".  We  all  had  the  willies.  I  still  feel  like  someone  was  watchin' 
us. 

COI(friNUEO  NEXT  ISSUE.  • 


Xenophon  and  Og 

David  Morris 


A  column  addressing  the 
metaphysical,  physical  and 
just  plain  absurd. 


O:  Our  firsL  question  for  this 
month's  column  is  'Do  you  think 
Derrida's  critique  of  logocentrism 
has  anything  to  do  with  the  length  of 
this  fall's  skirts?' 

X;  Well,  neither  of  us  really  know 
what  Derrida  meant  by 
'logocentrism'. 

O:  Actually,  neither  of  us  has  read 
Derrida.  and  it  doesn't  look  like 
we're  going  lo  get  the  time. 
X:  In  fact,  I  recently  gave  a  copy  of 
one  of  Den-ida's  books  to  one  of 
Og's  more  primitive  friends,  who 
tossed  it  into  his  bonfire,  cooked  a 
leg  of  something  or  other  over  it, 
and  made  up  a  couple  of  myths  thai 
made  things  a  lot  clearer  for  him  than 
Derrida  could.  Which  just  goes  to 
show  you  that  bricolation  can  be 
applied  to  literacy. 

O;  Anyway,  we  thought  we'd  try  to 
answer  the  question  despite  our 
ignorance- 

X:  -which  is  what  we  do  all  the  dme- 
O:  -by  trying  to  elucidate  the 
meaning  of  logoceu-ism  from  the 
word  itself. 

X:  We  figure  that  'logo'  usually 
means  a  symbol  that  stands  for 
something  else  (a  concept),  and  is 
usually  associated  with  words  as 
symbols,  as  in  the  word 
"neologism". 

O;  'Centrism'  obviously  refers  to  the 
fact  that  the  'logos'  is  central  to 
whatever  is  logocenlric.  So  we 
concluded  that  'logocentrism"  was  a 
condition  in  which  the  meaning  of 
the  word,  or  the  use  of  words 
themselves  is  taken  to  be  more 
important  than  other  things. 
X:  So  it  follows  that  logoceniiism 


does  affect  the  length  of  skins,  in  the 
same  way  that  length  of  the 
measurement  'fool'  affects  the  way 
our  houses  look. 

O;  Yeah,  if  you  go  around  with  a 
yard  stick  measuring  doorways  and 
shelves  in  your  house,  you'll  find 
that  the  size  of  things  fit  in  neatly 
widi  our  measurement  system.  Its 
really  terrifying. 

X:  "The  way  we  measure  things 
affects  the  way  we  build  things, 
because  we  assign  importance  to  the 
way  we  articulate  measurement.  So 
if  we  assign  importance  to  the  way 
we  articulate  more  complex  things, 
tlirough  the  artifice  of  words,  then 
we  are  certainly  going  to  affect  the 
way  we  think  about  things,  like  the 
length  of  skins. 

O:  Derrida,  of  course  (or  so  we've 
heard),  didn't  actually  have  anything 
to  do  with  skirts,  so  we  don't  know 
why  you  asked  this  question  in  the 
first  place.  The  next  question  is 
"How  many  roads  must  a  man  walk 
down?' 

X:  Aside  from  considerations  of 
syntax,  I'd  say  the  answer  to  this 
question  is  25,  or  2  in  a  really  good 
Ufe. 

O:    I  disagree  with  you  there. 


Xenophon.  I  haven"t  walked  down 
any  roads,  and  probably  won't  get 
the  chance,  as  they  haven't  been 
invented  yet. 

X;  Well,  I'm  sure  you  could  make  a 
killing  in  the  paving  business,  you 
greedy  coital  ist- 

O:  The  next  question  is  "Why  were 
there  mashed  potatoes  in  the 
quiche?" 

X:  I  personally  think  that  we"re 
going  to  have  to  refer  to  a  rather 
obscure  source  for  the  answer  to  that 
one,  namely  Julius  Childus,  an 
ancient  Roman  who  wrote  a  book 
whose  title  translates  (roughly)  as 
'Good  to  Eat:  Why?'. 
O:  Childus  refers  to  an  organ, 
located  in  the  left  foot,  in  which  the 
humours  'which  respond  in  ecstatic 
little  dances  to  the  various 
impressions  and  sensations  which 
the  panicles  ^d  m^rs  of  the  food 
leave  upon  the  tongue  by  the  various 
pressures  and  interactions  of  the 
fluid  of  the  ether  with  the  heavy 
parts  of  the  body',  coalesce.  This 
organ  is  described  as  the  organ  of 
gustatory  judgment. 
X:  So,  it  seems  that  this  organ  in  the 
person  who  made  the  quiche  went 
awry,  a  process  which  (conceivably) 
could  be  accompanied  by  a  sound 
effect  which  can  be  transcrit>ed  as 
'blooeyooey  imkunkunk' . 
O;  Or.  more  probably,  the  person 
who  made  the  quiche  has  no  left 
foot- 

X:  Which  means  they  wouldn't  be 

any  good  at  dancing  eilher- 

O:  But  who'd  want  to  dance  with  a 

person  who  put  mashed  potatoes  in  a 

quiche- 

X:  But  anyway,  we've  got  to  move 
on  to  the  next  question  which  is  also 
about  cuisine-  'Is  Room  338 
anything  like  Room  101  in  Orwell's 
1984?' 


O:  For  those  of  you  who  don't 
know.  Room  338  is  a  resteraunt  at 
the  comer  of  Huron  and  Harbord 
whose  facade  can  only  be  described 
as:  'Vile  Green". 

X:  And  Room  101  is  the  room 
where  you  confront  your  most 
horrifying  nightmares,  brought  to 
life  by  the  supplicants  of  Big  Brother 
with  loving  attention  and  gut  heaving 
verisimilitude. 

O;  So  for  me,  personally,  they  are 
very  much  the  same.  I  often  have 
nightmares  about  "Vile  Green".  Vile 
green  as  an  abstraction  is,  for  those 
of  you  who  are  wondering, 
eminently  more  horrible  than  a 
particular  occurence  of  that  colour.  It 
is  all  encompassing  in  an  evil  son  of 
way,  like  a  bad  TV  show.  Eastman 
Kodak  talks  about  this  in  his  essay 
on  colour  theory,  and  claims  that 
'Vile  Green'  has  an  'Evil  Index'  of 
9.6.  which  is  pretty  high.  My  worst 
dream  about  the  colour  had  me 
drowning  in  a  vat  of  vile  green  jello 
that  was  hovering  between  a  liquid 
and  colloid  state.  As  I  struggle  to  the 
top,  I  kept  on  fearing  that  the  jello 
would  gel  and  trap  me  in  it,  like 
some  sliced  bamana  in  an  evil  chefs 
jello  mold.  The  problem  was 


compounded  by  the  fact  that  the  jello 
tasted  like  vile  green  limes,  and- 
X:  Yes  well,  you  can  see  that  Rooms 
338   and    101   do  have  some 
similarities.  Our  next  question  is 
kind  of  difficult  :'Tlie  question  of 
how  reason  is  determined  in  itself 
and  what  its  relation  is  to  the  world 
concides  with  the  question,  what  is 
the  ultimate  purpose  of  the  world?' 
O:  Which  reminds  me  of  something  I 
once  read  in  Heidieger- 
X:  Yes. 

O;  Thai's  your  answer. 
X:  Yes. 

O:  Well,  ok,  I  think  were  going  to 
ask  the  readers  for  an  answer  to  that 
one.  You  can  send  them  to  the 
editor. 

X:  The  next  quesiion  is  'What's  an 
aglet?' 

O:  An  aglet  is  the  plastic  thing  that 
they  put  on  the  ends  of  a  shoelace. 
X:  What  Fd  like  to  know  is  who  the 
'they'  in  that  statement  is,  Og? 
Obviously  money  grubbing 
industrialists  out  for  money, 
providing  services  that  nobody 
needs.  I  mean,  who  needs  shoelaces 
anyway;  I  get  along  just  fine  with 
the  buckles  on  my  sandals  and 
funhemiore- 

X:  To  return  to  the  question  at  hand, 
they  were  invented  in  the  1920's  by 
a  disgruntled  mathematician  who 
became  a  cobbler  and  realized  that 
people  spent  48  hours  of  their  lives 
trying  to  push  frayed  shoelaces 
through  holes. 

O:  The  last  question  is  'Heet  me 
Jeffrey,  heet  me." 
X:  Absolutely. 
O:  But  is  it  legal? 

Readers!  Please  send  In 
question  on  any  topic,  no 
matter  how  absurd,  or  how 
serious. 
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Making-out     Anindep1h  $fudy  at  Innis College 


Where  they  Ue 

1.  Joe  and  Eva 

2.  F^ed  and  Mariana 

3.  Barry  and  Linda 

4.  Rick  and  Sue 

Hoc  new  Chart  chargers: 

Les  and  Lynn 

George  and  Myra  , 


There  has  been  a  startling  new  revelation  liiade 
by  our  distinguished  member  without  portfolio,  the 
Hon.  Bill  McMartln.  He  has  reported  that  the  hot 
water  consumption  of  the  radiators  has  been  mys- 
teriously low  for  the  cold  weather  season.  Why  sh- 
ould there  be  this  apparent  lack  of  hot  water  con- 
sumption when  most  Innis  n  "old  faithfuls"  would 
agree  that  the  Innis  n  common  room  is  adequately 
heated. 

A  royal  commission  has  been  appointed  by  the 
Hon.  Mr.  McMartln.  He  has  chosen  the  incessant 
inquisitive  mind  of  Lawrence  Dobkln  to  Investigate 
the  phenomenon.  After  days  of  constant  Investiga- 
tion and  devoted  dedication  (I.e.  skipping  classes) 
Mr.  Dobkln  has  found  the  answer  to  the  mystery. 
It  iB  the  natural  generation  of  body  heat  that  has 
kept  the  common  room  warm. 

MaUng-out  Is  the  current  passion.  No  longer 
can  upstanding  virtuous  and  Innocent  college  stu- 
dents vegetate  in  their  own  synchronized  Incre- 
mental projection,  they  must  now  be  exposed  to 
this  Indecent,  but  wonderfully  satisfying,  (if  you're 
doing  It,)  disregard  for  college  mores. 

Throi^  my  investigation.  It  was  difficult  to 
decide  who  was  the  make-out  artist  who  started 
all  this  licentious  activity.  The  axe  appears  to 
fall  on  Rick  and  Sue,  although  '  Joe  and  Eva  say 
that  they  will  not  stand  for  this  gross  insult. 

Since  each  couple  has  seen  fit  to  conduct  their 
making  out  over  Immense  periods  of  time,  I  have 
had  to  rate  them  according  to  enthusiasm  and 
frequency.  Joe  and  Eva  appear  to  be  a  shade 
ahead  of  Fred  and  Mariana  but  Barry  and  Linda 
have  been  making  their  jump.  It  only  goes  to 
show  what  big  business  has  been  saying  to  young 
men  for  years  -  If  you  keep  trying  harder,  suc- 
cess will  eventaully  be  brought  to  a  great  climax. 

Now  a  word  about  the  hot  new  chart  chargers. 
Les  and  Lynn  have  lost  considerable  time  and 
ground  to  the-  other  make-out  kings  and  queens 
but  if  they  put  all  their  energy  into  It  they  can  pos- 
sibly bust  Into  the  top  five  next  week,  Myra, 
that  delectable  wench.  Is  apparently  put  off  by 
George's  Interest  In  the  stock  market.  Whenever 
there  Is  an  opportunity  to  register  make-out  time, 
George  Is  busy  listening  to  quotations  from  his 
salesman. 

Can  you  imagine  what  this  licentious  behaviour 
could  lead  'to?  Well,  possibly  even  stag  movies.  To 
this  Hon.  B.  McMartln  stated,  "Lers  urge  the 


other  Innis  males  to  stliAulate  their  latent  make- 
out  talents." 

Since  all  newspapers  try  to  disseminate  knowledge 
and  search  for  truth,  I  tried  to  discover  the  secrete 
of  these  artists.  Make-out  artists  are  a  strange 
breed  -  they  skip  lunches,  and  they  do  not  breathe 
like  us  mortals,  for  heavy  breathing  does  offend. 

I  went  directly  to  the  number  one  couples  for  their 
secrets.  Needless  to  say,  the  artists  were  not  re- 
cepuve  to  ;-6veallng  their  secrets.  As  one  said; 

if  she  comes,  she  comes:  If  she  don't  no  skin 
off  my  lips. 

It's  a  frustrating  slgjit  to  see  unoccupied  males 
sitting  In  the  common  room  with  their  tongues 
hanging  out,  their  fingers  tviritching  and  sweat 
rolling  down  their  foreheads.  They  cannot  bear  the 
sight  of  these  maklng-out  sessions.  They  cannot  help 
thinking  that  their  fees  might  Increase  the  following 
year  to  pay  for  new  couches.  Making-out  Is  very 
hard  on  vinyl. 

After  careful  study  of  the  making-out  phenomen- 
on, I  began  realizing  that  there  were  certain  hard- 
ships and  problems  that  the  artists  had  to' face. 
First  of  all,  they  must  miss  classes  In  . order  to 
satisfy  their  selfish  needs.  There  Is  no  way-  that 
any  one  of  the  top  three  couples  could  remain  in 
their  present  position  If  they  went  to  classes.  And 
if  they  did  go  to  all  their  classes,  they  would  need 
their  heads  examined. 

If  you  make  out  all  Friday  afternoon  what  do  you 
plan  to  do  Friday  night  when  you  take  her  out? 
When  you  get  home  from  school,  your  mother  asks 
you  how  you  made  out  at  school.  Blood  rushes  to 
your  head  and  your  palms  sweat.  Naturally  you  are 
reluctant  to  answer  because  she  thinks  that  all 
higher  learning  centres  around  the  library  -  which 
is  not  the  case. 

You  pass  on  germs  that  cause  tooth  decay.  You 
pass  on  germs  that  cause  tonsllltis.  Girls  acquire 
the  habit  of  pulUng  down  their  short  skirts  even 
though  they  may  be  wearing  slacks  at  the  time. 

Even  the  best  woman's  hair  spray  will  not  hold 
when  these  Tarzans  get  excited.  You  are  bothered 
by  minor  aliments  such  as  stiff  necks,  wrenched 
backs,  twisted  knee  ligaments,  bruised  tongues, 
chipped  teeth,  redness  of  the  skin,  permanently 
curled  toes,  and  eye-lids  that  will  not  open.  It's 
a  demanding  activity  but  it's  rewarding  because 
where  else  do  you  get  that  warm  feeling  of  giving 
and  getting. 

(Editor's  note:)  Just  before  press  time,  Linda, 
no,  3,  decided  to  disown  Barry  and  go  steady.  This 
now  leaves  Barry  high  and  dry.  When  I  tried  to 
learn  his  reactions  to  this  setback  he  was  surpris- 
ingly calm.  In  a  typically  philosophical  manner, 
he  sald,"You  know,  maklng-out  is  like  assembling 
cars  -  the  parts  are  always  the  same,  but  it  Is 
Interesting  how  they  always  manage  to  fit  perfect- 
ly into  the  right  place.  ^   ,i  ™ 

*^   *^  by  Jim  Zero  n 
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Dead  Serious 


Ricky  Campball 


"Nobody  wins." 
Bob  Weir 
(after  a  particularly  good 
"Candyman") 

What  is  it  about  rock  n'  roH?  Is 
our  sore  wed-up  massively 
repressed  society  so  screwed-up 
and  so  massively  repressed  that  we 
need  to  do  the  do  to  the  point 
where  we  can't  do  the  do 
anymore?  1  mean  let's  say  that  a 
rock  n"  roll  show  is  the  only  place 
large  amounts  of  people  can  get 
out  all  that  stuff  we've  got 
blocking  our  various  psychological 
pifjcs.  Do  we  have  to  go  for  broke 
to  the  point  where  the  opportunity 
to  flush  is  removed  by  an  angry 
and  quaking  society? 

Yes! 

All  right,  so  somebody  said  yes 
afier  reading  that.  1  didn't,  because 
I  don't  know  yei.  When  someone 
aiiends  a  classical  gig,  they  sit 
politely  and  leave  the  show  jusi  as 
anally  retentive  as  they  were  when 
they  went  in  to  the  theaU'e.  At  a 
rock  show,  some  people  get  so 
wasted  they  miss  the  show  and 
wake  up  the  next  morning  feeling 
like  their  intestinal  tract  got 
scrubbed  out  with  steel  wool.  Is 
that  any  better?  Well,  I  went  to  see 
Neil  Young  once  with  no  more 
protection  than  a  Molson  Golden 
in  me.  One  Molson  Golden.  And  ! 
don't  even  like  Molson  Golden. 
Did  1  still  flush  my  pipes?  (Not  a 
dry  seat  in  the  house?  We're 
talking  Neil  Young  here  folks,  not 
the  Beatles  in  '64.)  Well,  1  did 
feel  better.  I  didn't  have  the 
celebratory  bone-shakin'  freak  out 
that  comes  with  just  about  every 
Grateful  Dead  show  I've  seen. 
Maybe  one  more  Golden  would 
have  done  it? 


Naahhhhh! 

The  Dead  have  made  a  mistake.  I 
know  It.  They  know  it.  Deadheads 
know  it.  They  invited  the  mass 
rock  n'  roll  audience  to  the  bone 
shakin'  whatsit  and  as  a  result 
they're  paying  a  heavy  price. 
What  was  the  mistake? 

Folks,  Ihey  put  out  a  record. 

Yes.  A  record.  Their  first  studio 
album  in  nine  years.  They  released 
a  single.  It  went  to  the  top  ten  and 
stayed  there  for  a  long  time.  The 
band  received  unprecedented 
coverage.  "You  mean  they're  still 
around?  You  must  be  joking. 
They  must  be  old  fat  farts  by  now 
fer  sure!"  Yes,  they  are,  but  up 
until  now  they  didn't  have  the 
great  imwashed  going  to  see  them. 
With  the-release  of./n  The  Dark. 
the  Dead  world  turned  upside 
down.  And  then  the  world  turned 
the  Dead  upside  down.  Van 
Halenheads  and  Neil  Youngheads 
and  Megadethheads  are  now 
attending  Dead  shows  and  they  are 
bringing  their  baggage  with  them. 

Up  until  1987,  a  large  and 
faithful  contingent  of  Deadheads 
attended  their  shows,  spacing  out, 
dancing  furiously,  jumping  into 
buses,  vans  and  wing  and  a  prayer 
Beetles  to  follow  the  never  ending 
tour  wherever  it  may  have  led— 
Toronto.  Egypt,  Tampa,  Paris, 
Angel's  Camp.. .and  guess  what! 
No  real  bad  scenes  in  any  towns. 
Even  the  smallest,  most  isolated 
village  would  fill  up  with  freaks, 
reap  profits  from  freak  tour-dollars 
then  watch  them  and  the  band  pull 
out  leaving  the  town  richer,  but 
basically  as  they  found  it.  (Except 
for  an  increase  cosmic  karma. 
Who  was  that  masked  fat,  bearded 
freak  and  his  friends?)  "Deadheads 
leave  only  footprints"  was  the 
motto.  Townspeople  were  mightily 


impressed.  Cops  were  amazed. 
Maybe  somewhere  along  the  way 
we  got  too  smug  about  it. 

Then  the  band  thought, 
well. .Jerry  didn't  die,  we  all  feel 
pretty  creative.. .let's  put  out  a 
studio  album  and  release  a 
single... 

ZAP! 

"Touch  of  Grey"  a  silly,  boppy 
little  tune  with  ironic  lyrics  went 
chart  busting.  Everybody  liked  the 
song(except  metal  heads,  Jim 
Shedden,  my  mother,  and  a  lot  of 
Deadheads  who  would  rather  not 
hear  it  again  in  their  lifetime)  and 
the  next  thing  the  band  knew,  there 
was  an  unprecedented  demand  to 
see  these  fat  old  farts  take  their 
cosmic  ride.  The  fallout  has  been 
less  than  glorious.  "This  was 
never  meant  to  be  a  private  party." 
said  band  lyricist  Robert  Hunter 
but  at  the  same  time  this  popularity 
threatened  to  end  the  party  for 
good  and  all. 

Oops. 

The  Grateftil  Dead's  popularity 
has  ruined  the  chances  of 
Deadheads  seeing  them  in  some  of 
their  classic  venues,  because  now 
when  these  gigs  happen  (smaller 
venues.  3500-8000  seaters) 
everybody  and  his  brother's 
sister's  cousin  tums  up  hoping  that 
they  can  get  the  vaunted  "miracle 
ticket"  and  ^et  close  enough  to  see 
up  Bob  Weir's  nose.  If  they  don't 
get  in,  a  lot  of  these  new  fans  do 
what  they  might  do  if  Van  Halen 
played  at  a  small  venue  and  they 
didn't  get  in.  They  trash  the  area 
surrounding  the  venue. 

The  latest  example  has  been 
Oakland,  California,  where  the 
band  did  their  usiual  Chinese  New 
Year's  shows  in  the  tiny  Henry  J. 
Kaiser  Auditorium.  Mail  order 
only  for  tickets.  Those  who  didn't 
get  a  ticket,  were  politely  asked  by 


the  band  ,to  stay  away.  (The  area 
surrounding  the  theatre  is 
residential.)  What  happened?  Too 
many  people  without  tickets 
arrived.  There  was  copious  abuse 
of  substances.  There  was  pissing 
on  people's  lawns.  There  was 
parking  on  people's  lawns.  There 
was  puking  on  people's  lawns. 
There  was  general  obnoxiousness 
in  people's  faces. 

I  have  to  ask,  who  the  hell  are 
these  jerks?  This  didn't  happen 
before  the  release  of  In  The  Dark.. 
The  Dead,  of  course,  couldn't 
have  known  thai  this  album  would 
produce  a  new  breed  of  fan.  Now 
this  new  breed  of  fan  threatens  to 
end  it  for  all  of  us.  (Rick's 
panicking,  thinks  Nick.)  Oakland 
has  decided  they  don't  want  the 
Dead  back  in  their  city.  The  Dead 
don't  blame  them.  Before  a 
petition  being  prepared  by  the 
townspeople  was  even  presented 
to  them  they  cancelled  a  series  of 
concerts  planned  there  for  late 
spring.  One  of  the  last  brilliant 
venues  for  this  brilliant  band  is 
gone.  This  has  been  going  on  for 
some  time.  The  Dead  asked  last 
summer  that  people  clean  up  their 
act,  that  fans  police  themselves,  or 
the  bus  io  Never  Never  land 
would  come  to  a  grinding  halt. 
Some  of  us  have  heeded  the 
warning.  Cosmic  Recylers  who 
recruit  people  to  clean  up  during 
and  after  gigs  are  one  example. 
But  the  message  is  not  getting 
through  to  the  party  animals. 

"All  this  sounds  like  alcohol- 
related  behaviour,"  said  a 
Deadhead  pal  of  mine.  Another 
told  me  not  to  worry  and  that  I  was 
being  reactionary  about  the  whole 
thing.  Well,  we'll  see.  I  talked 
with  some  Dead  organizational 
people  last  summer  and  I  don't 
think  they  were  being  reactionary. 


(They're  just  worried  about  losing 
the  best  job  available  on  the  planet 
Earth.) 

Okay  so  I'm  bitching,  but  this 
pissing  on  lawns  business  isn't 
even  what  I  would  call 
revolutionary  behaviour.  It's  just 
dumb.  Perhaps  it  was  only  one 
person  who  did  it.  Maybe 
Oakland  will  relent  later  this  year. 
Maybe  all  these  redneck  jerks  will 
stop  walking  through  the  vending 
areas  at  Dead  shows  with  giant 
beatboxes  blaring  Megadeth, 
selling  Jack  Daniels  at  a  buck  a 
crack.  (Yes,  I  bought  one  once.) 
Maybe  Jerry  Garcia  will  go  on  the 
Oprah  diet.  Maybe  Bob  Weir  will 
stop  playing  "Big  River".  Maybe 
people  will  realize  what  a  good 
thing  this  Dead  trip  is  and  stop 
parking  their  cars  on  middle-class 
birdbaths.  Maybe  I'm  just 
blowing  off  steam. 

But  the  only  thing  I  want  to 
know  from  anybody  at  any  E>ead 
show,  including  the  ones 
pondering  watering  Gladys  and 
Harry  Blepburg's  prize  American 
Beauties  is  "Are  you  land?". 


TKe  Fisk  Served  fts 

In  A  PltasinQ  PaHe-rn 


Fuzz  History 


Andrew  Liebmanti 

Yes.  the  rumore  are  true:  Fuzz  has 
deserted  us  for  the  boys  of 
Devonshire  house.  The  faci  that  he 
will  get  better  pay.  better  hours,  a 
better  office,  and  a  sauna  are  only 
incidental:  Fuzz  is  a  shameful, 
disloyal,  ungrateful,  turncoat. 
Bennedict  Arnold  traitor! 

His  defection  hurts  me  especially 
deeply  because  I  have  been  getting  to 
know  him  better  than  most  students 
do  (sympathy  card  may  be  addressed 
c/o  The  Herald)  .  As  well  as  being 
insulted  and  degraded  everytime  he 
sees  me  (which  happens  to 
everyone),  1  also  work  for  Fuzz  in 
the  Pub  three  days  a  week,  and  I 
referee  football  with  him  on 
weekends. 

After  many  hours  in  the  car  with 
him  I  have  learned  the  secret  of  his 
soul:  He  likes  two  Duichies  and  a 
large  orange  drink  after  games  in 
Pickering. 

Actually,  knowing  Fuzz  (or  Mike 
Friend  as  his  mother  used  to  call  him 
—  before  even  she  forgot),  is  a  lot 
like  playing  trivial  pursuit.  There's 
nothing  big  to  know  (except  his 
waist  size),  but  there  is  an  endless 
amount  of  trivial  and  unconnected 
information  that  will  keep  popping 
up  about  the  man. 

For  instance,  even  though  it  may 
seem  that  Fuzz.was  bom  at  Innis  and 
found  in  the  beer  fridge  yelling 
insults  through  his  thick  beard,  he 
actully  has  a  pasL 

I  have  heard  from  an  occasionally 
reliable  reliable  source  (Fuzz)  that 
the  yoimg  Mike  Friend  grew  up  in 
the  east  end,  and  was  a  big  boy 


always  interested  in  sports.  In  fact. 
Fuzz  claims  he  has  not  grown  an 
inch  since  he  was  len  years  old  (or 
was  that  grade  ten?  Who  cares,  he 
also  says  that  he  doesn't  drink). 
As  a  somewhat  large  lad,  he  found 
himself  a  natural  for  football  and  has 
been  involved  with  the  sport  ever 
since.  High  School  was  also  the 
place  where  he  got  his  nickname 
because  of  his  big  beard,  not  as  is 
sometimes  suggested,  because  he 
used  to  be  a  policeman. 

That's  right,  a  policeman.  He  also 
belonged  to  an  outlaw  "Motorcycle 
Club."  Well,  actually  he  was 
working  undercover  for  Metro's 
finest,  or  so  the  story  goes. 

Tve  never  heard  what  made  him 
leave  the  police  force,  but  whatever 
it  was  it  didn't  slow  him  down 
much.  He  worked  as  a  mechanic  in 
a  garage,  did  construction  and 
renovation,  and  made  big  bucks 
refereeing  football  all  over  the 
province.  One  of  the  guys  I  now 
work  with  was  once  talking  to  a 
coach  during  half  time,  and  both  of 
them  remembered  Fuzz  throwing 
flags  at  them  in  their  high  school 
days  -  throwing  to  maim,  no  doubt. 

Oh,  yeah:  somewhere  in  there  he 
also  went  to  University.  This 
university,  and  strangely  enough, 
this  college!  I  don't  Imow  what  he 
finally  got  his  degree  in  (probably 
"General  Arts"  -  those  were  the  old 
days  before  the  Kelly  system),  but  I 
also  know  that  he  started  in 
Engineering  and  ended  up  taking 
courses  in  everything  he  could, 
passing  some  of  them  too. 


Now,  Fuzz  has  managed  to 
become  an  integral  part  of  the 
university.  He's  done  this  mainly 
by  just  hanging  around  for  fifteen 
years  or  so.  Whatever  needed  tt)  be 
done  Fuzz  was  always  around  to  do 
it,  whatever  needed  to  be  fixed,  Fuzz 
knew  how  to  fix  it,  and  whenever 
there  was  a  seemingly  minor  detail  to 
take  care  of  Fuzz  could  always 
handle  it.  Maybe  it  will  work  for 
Jim  too. 

But  now  he's  gone,  all  those  tales 
of  wildness  and  debauchery,  will 
live  on  only  in  memory.  Tales  of 
financing  the  I.C.S.S.  by  illicit  sales 
over  the  bar  in  the  pub.  of  shady 
aquisilions  from  his  old  buddies 
who  could  get  "a  good  deal",  and  of 
the  totally  unfounded  but  persistant 
rumour  that  he  was  only  breeding 
poisonous  snakes  and  vicious 
reptiles  to  keep  small  children  from 
playing  in  his  yard.  He  does  hate 
kids,  but  he'd  probably  prefer  to  rxjn 
them  down  with  his  car  (which  bears 
a  striking  resemblance  to  the 
Deaihmobile).  Besides,  Sue  made 
him  get  rid  of  the  poisonous  snakes; 
now  the  most  dangerous  tWng  he 
breeds  are  constrictors,  and 
alligators,  and  crocodiles,  and  .... 

Now  he's  gone  -  or  is  he?  I  seem 
to  see  him  around  an  awful  lot: 
miybe  he  gets  lonely  for  this  old 
alma  mater.  Maybe  he  is  having 
second  thoughts,  or  maybe  tie  just 
likes  the  people.  Whatever  it  is,  try 
to  be  nice  to  an  old  man  as  he 
wanders  wistfully  through  the 
corridors  of  his  youth. 


Fuzz  Say: 
Colour  Me  Gone 


Coppola  "s  modernist  poem 


Dennis  Duffy 

Francis  Coppola's  Apocalypse 
Now  hit  me  as  no  other  film  ever  has. 
and  my  mind  still  reels  too  giddily  for 
me  to  produce  anything  like  a  review 
of  it.  Besides,  you've  read  the  reviews 
already.  Yet  the  film  has  lodged  one 
question  in  my  mind  that  needs 
answering  before  any  of  the  others  can 
be  tackled. 

The  question:  why  did  this  superb 
visual  artist  make  so  very  literary  a 
film?  Everyone  knows,  of  course,  how 
dependent  it  is  for  its  content  upon 
Conrad's  Heart  of  Darkness.  Kurtz, 
the  journey  up-river,  "the  horror,  the 
horror",  all  these  and  more  stem  from 
a  deliberate  following  of  the  disting- 
uished novella  that  in  1898  ushered  in 
the  Modernist  era  in  literature  in  En- 
glish. So  intent  is  Coppola  in  following 
the  details  of  the  story  that,  as  the  film 
critic  Joe  Medjuck  pointed  out  to  me, 
the  director  actually  leaves  a  hole  in  the 
plot  of  his  movie.  If  Captain  Willard 
{Martin  Sheen)  is  accosted  from  time 
to  time  by  American  agents  who  have 
been  flown  up  the  river  to  intercept 
him  with  information  for  his  mission, 
then  why  hasn't  he  been  flown  up  like 
them?  Are  we  to  believe  that  even  the 
U.S.  military  would  send  him  the 
slowest  way?  Of  course  not,  but  Con- 
rad's story  has  the  river,  and  so  must 
Coppola. 

But  the  literariness  of  the  film  is  con- 
firmed more  strikingly  by  its  form  than 
by  its  content.  There,  the  formal  debt  is 
owed  to  T.S.  Eliot's  The  Waste  Land 
(1922)  the  best-known  single  poem  in 
English  in  this  century.  Strangely 
enough,  tough  characters  in  the  film 
quote  from  two  other  poems  of  Blot 
("The  Love  Song  of  J.  Alfred  Pruf- 
rock"  and  "The  Hollow  Men"),  The 
Waste  Land  is  never  mentioned.  Yet 
the  camera  Ijnaers  over  two  volumes 
on  Kurtz'  bed  table,  both  of  them 
works  admitW  by  Eliot  as  instrumen- 
tal in  his  composition  of  his  modem 
epic  of  puWicchaos  and  private  pain. 

A  lunatic  who  Has  set  himself  as  a 
uler  {in  thestylcof  Kipling's  'The  Man 
Vho  WouU  be  King")  in  the  Cambo- 
lian  jungle  would  not  be  expected  to 
lave  Jessie  I— Weston's  "From  Ritual 
o  Romance^and  Sir  James  Frazer's 
The  Golden  Bough"  as  immediate 


reading  matter.  Smalt  arms  manuals 
and  catalogues  of  military  hardware 
would  be  less  unusual,  but  Coppola,  at 
the  risk  of  appearing  pedantic,  wants 
his  viewers  to  grasp  his  larger  purpose. 

For  if  those  volumes  on  rituals,  sacri- 
fices and  fertility  rites  first  alert  the 
reader  to  the  poem  buried  beneath  the 
surface  of  the  film,  then  at  least  one 
other  grotesque  detail  takes  on  a  new 
significance.  The  stylishly  savage  Col- 
onel Kilgore's  penchant  for  accom- 
panying his  helicopter  attacks  with  the 
strains  of  Wagner's  "Ride  of  the  Val- 
kyries" springs  from  more  than  a  liking 
for  boom-and-thump  symphonic 
grandeur.  As  many  others,  and  most 
notably  the  Canadian  scholar  William 
F,  Blisset,  have  pointed  out,  Wagner's 
music-dramas  were  central  to  Eliot's 
composition.  They  not  only  gave  him 
stories  of  weak  and  dying  kings  whose 
lands  needed  to  be  renewed  through 
water  and  salvation  (Parsifal)  but  in 
their  richly  associative  musical  form 
gave  Eliot  a  model  for  poetic  experi- 
ence. This  model  of  sissociative  form 
enabled  Eliot  to  discard  the  devices  of 
nanralive  and  expository  sequence, 
and  to  produce  the  disjointed,  mosaic, 
"difficult"  form  of  The  Waste  Land. 

And  that  form  is  exactly  that  of  Apo- 
calypse Now.  More  than  one  review- 
er has  railed  against  the  arbitrariness  of 
the  plotting  and  the  way  in  which  nar- 
rative incidents  follow  each  other  in  an 
order  that  doesn't  appear  particularly 
compelling  or  progressive.  Exactly, 
and  yet  out  of  this  approach,  this  sym- 
boliste,  operatic,  associative  form  com- 
es a  series  of  images  and  incidents 
playing  with  death  and  rebirth  by  wa- 
ter, with  the  search  for  some  sort  of 
spiritual  equilibrium  (did  you  notice 
how  frequently  Sheen  and  others  carry 
out  t'ai  chi  exercises  whose  point  is  the 
restoration  of  inner  harmony?),  and 
with  the  final,  rihial  sacrifice  of  Kurtz 
and  the  Asian  water  buffalo.  And  after 
those  deaths  comes  the  rain  in  great 
sheets  to  fertilize  the  land. 

If  I've  convinced  you  that  The 
Waste  Land  lies  very  close  to  Coppo- 
la's Vietnam,  the  larger  question  of 
"Why"  still  stands.  Movies,  block- 
busting war  movies,  don't  get  made  to 
satisfy  the  interpretive  musings  of 
English  teachers.  In  these  days  of  inde- 
pendent directors,  movies  to  get  made 


to  utter  forth  those  directors'  personal 
visions. 

Apocalypse  Now,  after  all,  con- 
cerns itself  with  more  than  'Nam.  Cop- 
pola's 'Nam  stands  as  merely  another 
theatre  in  the  war  between  life  and 
death  that  has  occupied  the  highest 
creative  talents  in  this  century.  By  us- 
ing Heart  of  Darkness  for  his  form, 
by  setting  his  film  on  the  twin  bases  of 


r 


literary  modernism  in  English,  Coppo- 
la has  proclaimed  that  the  dark  vision 
of  modernist  literature  no  longer  re- 
mains the  private  preserve  of  book- 
men. Now  that  vision,  with  its  shudder- 
ing sense  of  existence's  horror  and  its 
fitful  and  tenuous  hints  of  redemption, 
stands  right  out  there  in  the  market- 
place. You  can  eat  popcom  while  you 
absorb  that  modernist  vision.  What 


was  once  whispered  in  the  comers  is 
now  shouted  from  the  housetops. 

The  era  thai  some  have  proclaimed 
to  be  the  end  of  the  culture  of  books 
has  seen  them  percolating  within  the 
minds  of  our  visual  myth-makers.  In 
Apocalypse  Now.  the  classroom 
course  in  Modem  Literahire  comes 
equipped  with  wide  screen  and  wrap- 
around sound- 
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The  following  students  are  members 
of  the  Innis  College  Council  for  the 
1992  /  93  school  year:  Angela  Dome 

Manavi  Handa 
Philip  Howard 
Andy  Ling 
Martin  Loeffler 
Chris  McEnroe 
Aaron  Maqr\ey 
Mlneeh  Mandoda 
George  Ojambo 
Eugene  l^oberts 
Erica  Savage 
Niki  Smith 
Hataeha  Thorpe 


A  Look  Back  at  Orientation 

TOs  past  fall's  ICSS  Orientation  Program  offered  a  wide  array 
of  activities,  designed  to  make  the  incoming  students'  integration 
into  ttie  university  community  both  easy  and  friendly.  The  idea 
behind  this  year's  expanded  orientation  was  to  introduce  the  stud- 
ents to  as  many  diverse  and  challenging  opportunities  as  possible.  In 
this  way,  the  student  may  be  able  to  experience  and  grow  accustom- 
ed to  the  unique  campus  lifestyle.  Events  such  as  the  Hart  House 
Farm  Weekend,  and  the  All  Night  Film  Festival,  were  two  primary 
examples  of  social  events  that  allowed  students  to  experience  a 
sampling  of  this  unique  campus  life,  in  the  company  of  their  senior 
peers. 

With  a  wealth  of  new  activities  and  events  introduced  this  year,  I 
believe  that  the  orientation  week  provided  a  valuable  learning  exp- 
erience for  all  those  involved  -  including  the  organisers.  But  while 
the  entertainment  aspect  has  always  been  a  mainstay,  this  yea^s 
program  refiected  a  shift  in  emphasis  towards  providing  more 
information  about  various  academic  and  social  concerns.  Academk; 
subjects  such  as  Environmental,  Urtian,  and  Cinema  Studies  as  well 
as  topical  social  issues,  such  as  alcohol  and  sexual  awareness,  were 
just  a  few  of  the  important  issues  addressed  during  the  now  tradi- 
tional Information  Sessions. 

In  the  end,  the  ultimate  goal  of  any  orientation  program  is  to 
introduce  the  students  to  a  new  community  where  they  are  free  to 
explore  the  possibilities  of  a  higher  education.  The  physical  exper- 
ience lasted  ten  days,  but  the  memories  will  certainly  last  a  lifetime. 
My  thanks  to  all  those  who  helped  make  the  innovative  program  a 
reality,  and  a  success.Onward  to  next  year's  Orientation.  • 
Sandy  Oh 
President,  ICSS 


What's  happening  at 
Innis 

by  Melissa  Scarff 

Many  exciting  and  interesting  things  are  faking  place  at 
Innis  this  year.  Everyone  is  welcome  to  attend  all  activilies, 
regardless  of  whether  they  belong  to  Innis  College  or  nol. 
Some  things  to  watch  outforare:Trips  to  pubs  which  willoccur 
every  other  month  and  will  have  various  themes.  Many  bands 
will  be  playing  at  the  Innis  Pub.  An  excursion  loa  hockeygame 
will  also  be  taking  place  this  winter.  One  night  some  students 
will  be  going  to  Yuk  Yuk's  or  Second  City  for  some  Comedic 
entertainment.  Various  film  nights  will  also  be  held  throughout 
the  year.  For  those  of  you  who  enjoy  theater  al  its  best,  you 
mightwanllocome  out  onnighls  when  students  will  be  seeing 
plays  performed  by  the  Drama  Club  al  U  of  T;  which  is 
inexpens'h/e  and  a  great  way  to  show  support  for  your  school . 
During  reading  week  there  will  be  a  visit  to  the  Hart  House 
Farm  where  many  activities  will  be  held.  All  Frosh  are  encour- 
aged to  attend!  Anolherevenl  lo  watch  out  for  is  acharity  car- 
nival al  Innis  which  will  fake  place  in  March  or  April.  Finally,  a 
special  time  lo  get  together  with  close  friends  will  occur  in 
ijarch  at  the  annual  Inn-lormal.  To  find  out  exact  dates  for 
these  events  keep  checking  the  I.C.S.S.  bulletin  board.  For 
more  information  you  can  call  the  I.C.S.S.  olfice  al  (41 6)  978- 
7368.* 

FREE  MATH  TUTORING  FOR  INNIS  STUDENTS 
at  the 

INNIS  MATH/STATS  TUTORING  CENTRE 


Remedial,  1  st  and  2nd  year  Calculus,  Linear 
Algebra  Introductory  Stats  (Applied  and  tVlath), 
Sonne  Computer  Science  (ask). 

Weekdays,  9:00  a.m.  to  5:00  p.m. 
By  Appointment  -  sign  up  sheet  outside  Room  313, 
Innis  College  or  call  Pat  McDonell  at  978-8571 


Innis  Film  Society 

lAllan  Anger  Antonlono  Avery  Baltlle  Bartlett 
iBellocchIo  Beauvals  Belson  Bergman  Bodman 
jorakhage  Breer  Bresson  Brinckmann  Broughton 
.Brown  Bunuel  Burckhardt  Caplan  CavalcantI 
'Chambers  Chaplin  Clair  Clarke 
"Cocteau  CohTconner  Conrad  Cornell  Cowan  Davis 
Oe  Antonio  De  HIrsch  Deren  Dewdney  Dreyer 
Duchamp  Dulac  Duras  Eggeling  ElsensteIn  Elder 
Elliott  Emshwlller  Epp  Epstein  Fassblnder,  n 
FIschlnger  Fisher  Fonoroff  Ford 
Gagne  Gallagher  Gardner  Gawel  Gebhardt 


Genet  Godard  Greenaway 
Gutman  Hein  Hill  Hoffman 
Jacobs  Jancs6  Jenkins 
Jordan  Joyce|p.J'^5EB:pT 


Getinvt^lBBapaii 
the  STAR  wm  Saga. 
Men  m  loin,  you'll 
roceivBaRETURNOF 
WE  JEDImetnbefship 
kit  containing: 
^  An  exclusive  JEDI 

"Battle  Scene"  color 

poster. 
^6-8"xlO"colotphoios 

ol  your  (avoiite  STAR 

W/J1S  characters; 
^jeoiLogoPatd) 

Cast  and  Crew 'Yoda' 
decai; 

^A  JEDf  membersiilQ  cani.  anJ  a  yeats  subscription 

toBANTRA  TRACKS. 
BANTHA  TRACKS,  the  club  newsietter.  offers  you 
up-to^ate.  firsthand  infmatlon  on  ST/^  WARS. 


THE  EMPIRE  STRIKES 
BACK  RETURN  OF  TRE 
JEDI.  3nd  future  films  in 
the  STAR  WARS  Saga  Up- 
coming issues  ofBANTliA 
TRACKS  will  include 
interviews  with  the  cast 
and  crew  ol  RETURN  OF 
ThEJEDi.aswellas 
updates  on  iucaslllm 
Productions,  lucasfilm 
News  and  much.  muOi 
more.  Through  BANTHA 
TRACKS  you'll  be  eligiUe 
to  enter  clul}-sponsored 
contests  and  purchase 
genuine  collector^  items  such  as  theatre  one- 
sheets,  cast  and  crew  embroidered  patches. 
RETURN  OF  THE  JEDI  pholo  sets  and  Other  ^ial 
items  nor  avall^le  e/sevW)e/e. 


Frampton 
G   e  h  r 
G  r  e  n  I  e  r 
Hoolboom 
Jennings 
Keaton  Keller 
^Kubelka  Kuchar 
^Leacock  leger 
^Llpsett  Lewder 
Maas  Maclalne 
McDowell  Mekas 
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TO  JOIN:  Send  youi  name.  aOOtess,  Nam  

and  a  check  Of  money  order  for 

56.00 IS7 00 Canada.  i8.0QFor^.  Atfess  

US  a/ffencycnW fa 

STAR  WARS  Fin  Oub  Cfly  Sim  

P.a  Box  2202 DepL^ 

S3nRal3el.CA949}2  U  SA  CwWiy  Zip /Postal  Code  

neau  da  nor  sentf  cast  Allow  4^  weens  ^  dennry  ot  memtmnio  kit.  (BANTHA  TRACKS  ft  pMistiecl  durlog 
FOnai)!,  Uay.  Aiigusi  MNonti^lSatlsfaciion  guaraMeed 


Kerr  Kluge  Kramer* 
I  Landow  Lawder 

IL  e  V  I  n  e_JP 
luugg  LyeKff 
[Marin  Marker  Maysles 

^Menken  Mentllk  Monk  Nelson  Noren  O'NeMI 
'^Sono  Ozu  Peterson  Ralner  Ray  Resnals  Rice 
RIchter  Rimmer  RIvette  Robbe-Grlllet  Rosselllnl  Ruttmann  Rubin 
Schneemann  Serra  Sharlts  Smith  Snow  Sonbert  Soul  Sternberg  Syberberg 
Telscher  Varela  Vertov  Vigo  Warhol  Watt  Welles  Welsby  WIeland  Winkler 
H^giP^IHVy  Zukofsky  And  Beyond... 

Join! 

Subscription  Memberships:  $35 
(Free  admission  to  all  IFS 
screenings) 
General  Memberships:  $5 

  ($2  admission  to  all  IFS  screenings) 

Membetslilps  are  good  ftom  September  1992  to  May  1993 

venues 

Innis  town  hatl;2  Sussex  ave. 
cinecycle:  317  spadlna  ave.  (enter  from  alloy  east  of 
spadlna,  south  of  balijwin) 
f  ■   -  ryerson  polytechnlcal  Institute,  photo  arts  hulldlne,  room 
307.  122  Bonil  St.,  northeast  of  yonge  and  dundas 


